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Ir is worthy of record that Westches- 
ter County, New York, was settled by 
emigrants from New England and 
France, and both seeking homes from 
religious persecutions. As early as 
1642, John Throcmorton, with thirty- 
five associates, made the first‘settlement 
in this section, with the approbation of 
the Dutch authorities. With Roger 
Williams, driven away from New Eng- 
land by the violence of Hugh Peters, 
they came here, and called the region 
Viedeland or Land of Peace—a beauti- 
ful name for the region of those seeking 
rest of conscience from wicked and vio- 
lent men. But even here the Puritan 
did not find the desired quiet and safe- 
ty; for several of his band perished in 
the Indian massacre that sorely visited 
New Netherland on the 6th of October, 
1643. 

The next settlement of Westchester 
‘was commenced in the year 1654, also 
by some Puritans from Connecticut, 
who adopted its present name, and the 
Rev. Ezekiel Fogge was their first ‘ in- 
dependent minister;’ and in 1684 « 
Mr. Warham Mather was called ‘for 
one whole year, and that he shall have 
sixty pounds, in country produce, at 
money price, for his salary, and that he 
shall be paid every quarter.’ Governor 
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Fletcher, however, declined 

the Presbyterian into that living, ‘as 
it was altogether impossible,’ he said, 
‘it being wholly repugnant to the laws 
of England to compel the subject to 
pay for the maintenance of any min- 
ister who was not of the national 
Church.’ The Episcopal Governor, 
however, proposes ‘a medium in that 
matter.’ Some French emigrants had 
already found their way to this re- 
gion, and M. Boudet, a French Protes- 
tant minister of Boston, who was in 
orders from the Bishop of London, 
could preach in French and English, 
and the people called him to the living, 
the parish being large enough for two 
clergymen. M. Boudet was according- 
ly sent for, hoping, as the English Gov- 
ernor writes, ‘to bring the congrega- 
tion over to the Church ;’ but, ‘when he 
came, they refused to call him.’ The 
Yankee Puritans were evidently not to 
be outmanaged by the English church- 
man. Westchester then numbered ‘two 
or three hundred English and Dis- 
senters; a few Dutch.’ 

On the 20th September, 1689, Jacob 
Leisler, of New York, purchased of Mr. 
Pell 6,000 acres of land in Westchester, 
a portion of the manor of Pelham, ob- 
tained from the Indians in 1640-49, 
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The grantor, heirs, and assigns, as an 
acknowledgment, were to pay Mr. Pell 
‘one fatted calf on every fourth and 

* twentieth day of June, yearly, and every 
year, forever, if demanded.’ It is a 
well known fact that every Huguenot, 
on the festival of St. John, pays his pro- 
portion toward the purchase of the fat 
calf whenever claimed. 

During the year 1690, Leisler leased 
to the banished Huguenots these lands, 
purchased for them, as they came di- 
rectly here from England, and were a 
portion of the 50,000 who found safety 
in that glorious Protestant kingdom 
four years before the revocation of the 
Edict of Nantes. At the revocation 
itself, not less than half a million es- 
caped from bigoted France to Holland, 
Germany, and England; and to those 
in the latter country, Charles IL., then 
on the British throne, granted letters 
of denization under the great seal, 
and Parliament relieved them from 
‘importation duties and passport fees.’ 
During this same year, many, flying 
from France, were aided in their escape 
by English vessels off the island of Rhé, 
opposite brave La Rochelle. According 
to tradition, some of these were trans- 
ported to this region, naming their new 
settlement in honor of their 

‘Own Rochelle, the fair Rochelle, 
Proud city of the waters.’ 


In the Documentary History of New 
York, vol. iii., p. 926, we find a petition 
to Colonel Fletcher, Governor of the 
colony, signed by Thanet, and Elei Co- 
thouneau, in behalf of above twenty of 
these French refugees, ‘ Your petition- 
ers,’ they state, ‘ having been forced, by 
the late persecutions in France, to for- 
sake their country and estates, and flye 
to ye Protestant princes * * *, where- 
fore they were invited to come and buy 
lands in this province, and they might 
by their labour help the necessityes of 
their families, and did spend all their 
small store with the aid of their friends, 
whereof they did borrow great sums of 
money [MS. torn]. They had lost their 


country and their estates, but saved 
their good principles and a pure faith ; 
and, in a strange land, petitioned his 
Excellency ‘ to take their case in serious 
consideration, and out of charity and 
pity to grant them for some years what 
help and privileges your Excellency 
shall think convenient.’ This is one 
of the earliest authentic records (1681) 
we have met with concerning the New 
Rochelle French refugees. 

Pell, the iord of the manor, besides 
the 6,000 acres already obtained, also 
granted 100 additional, ‘for the sake 
of the French church, erected or about 
to be erected, by the inhabitants of the 
said tract of land.’ This Huguenot 
church in New Rochelle was built 
about 1692-'93, of wood, and stood in 
the rear of the present mansion house. 
It was destroyed soon after the Revolu- 
tionary war. Louis Bougeaud, about 
the same time, donated a piece of land 
forty paces square, for a churchyard to 
bury their dead; and, subsequently, a 
house with three acres of land was given 
by the town to the Huguenot church for- 
ever. 

The Rev. Davip Bovurepos was the 
first minister of the New Rochelle Hu- 
guenots; he had likewise served his 
French brethren on Staten Island. 
The Governor requesting him to nom- 
inate ‘some persons for the vacant 
offices of justices of the peace,’ he re- 
plies that ‘he could not comply, as 
none of his colonists at New Rochelle 
had a knowledge of the English tongue.’ 
Nothing now is known of Bourepos’ 
ministry or history. From his title of 
D.D., he must have been a man of 
learning ; and we can learn something 
about the time when he died from the 
date of his will. ‘ Letters of adminis- 
tration were granted to Martha Boure- 
pos, wife of David Bourepos, 25th of 
October, 1711’ (New York Surrogates’ 
Office). He probably resigned his pas- 
toral charge in 1694. 

Rev. DanrEt Bouvet, A. M., was the 
next minister of the French Protes- 
tant church at New Rochelle, a native 
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of France; and he accompanied the 
French refugees, who reached Boston 
in the summer of 1686. About the 
year 1695, M. Boudet came to New 
Rochelle, and at first used the French 
prayers, according to the Protestant 
churches of France, and subsequently, 
every third Sunday, thé Liturgy of the 
English Church. In 1709 the French 
church at New Rochelle determined to 
follow the example of some of their Re- 
formed brethren in England, and con- 
form to the English Church. All the 
members except two agreed to adopt 
the Liturgy and Rites of the Church of 
England, as established by law. Some 
thirty names appear on the document, 
requesting this important ecclesiastical 
change ; and for the information espe- 
cially of the genealogical reader, we 
note some of them: Michael Houdin, 
Jacob Bleecker, David Lispenard, Isaac 
Guion, Peter Bertain, John Soulice, 
Paul Lecord, Jean Abby, Jos. Antuny, 
Peter Bonnet, Peter Parquot, Benj. 
Seacord, Judith Leconet, Allida Guion, 
Josiah Le Conte, Elizabeth Lispenard, 
Moses de St. Croix, Deborah Foulon, 
Marie Neufville, Mary Stouppe, Jean 
Nicolle, John Bryan, Oliver Besley, 
Frederick King, Susanna Landrin, 
Anne Danielson, Rutger Bleecker, Mary 
Rodman, Agnes Donaldson, Esther An- 
geoine, Thomas Steel, Jane Contine, 
Jane Maraux, James Pine. ‘The peti- 
tioners are members of the French 
Church at New Rochelle’ (1793), and 
‘principally descendants from French 
Protestants, who fled from the religious 
persecutions in France, in the year one 
thousand six hundred and eighty-one.’ 
Their fathers settled at New Rochelle, 
1689, nearly a century before the date 
of this document. Few lists of family 
names are more imposing than this; and 
to this day, their descendants in West- 
chester County, increased to thousands, 
rank with our most useful and respect- 
able citizens in wealth, good works, 
and piety. We are no great sticklers 
for genealogical trees or Doomsday Books, 
yet we believe in pride of family to a 


proper extent. There was a time once, 
in this republican land of ours, when 
many gloried in ignoring the fact that 
they came from distinguished stocks, as 
the spirit of our democratic institu- 
tions opposed the notion of family his- 
tories. We were all born of an honest, 
industrious race, for several generations 
back, and that is enough; and so it 
may be. Still, a man, when asked if 
he had a grandfather, would logic- 
ally infer he had one, but he could 
not historically, unless there was some 
record of the fact. This indifference 
is happily passing way, and an interest 
of late is manifesting itself in such 
researches. No American, in whose 
veins runs Huguenot blood, need be 
ashamed of his origin. His ancestral 
history is most honorable, brave, and 
proud. . 
In 1705, Colonel Heathcote thus 
speaks of M. Boudet, the Huguenot 
preacher at New Rochelle: ‘A good 
man, and preaches very intelligibly in 
English, which he does every third Sun- 
day in his French congregation, when he 
uses the Liturgy of the Church. He has 
done a great deal of service since his first 
coming into this country. * * * He 
has thirty pounds a year settled on him 
out of the public revenue here, as the 
French minister in York hath; but 
that is paid with so much 
that he starves, for the use of it.’ Dur- 
ing the year 1710, Governor Hunter per- 
mitted his congregation to build a new 
church of England, as by law estab- 
lished, and the ‘ Venerable Propagation 
Society ’ presented the new church with 
‘one hundred French prayer books of 
the small sort, and twenty of a larger 
impression; and in consideration of 
the great learning and piety of Mon- 
sieur Boudet, and his long and faithful 
discharge of his office, they augmented 
his salary from £30 to £50 per annum.’ 
At this period we find the following 
excellent record of this excellent French 
minister : ‘ M. Boudet is a good old man, 
near sixty years of age, sober, just, and 
religious,’ One hundred more French 
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prayer books were sent to his church, 
‘ for the edification of the French youth 
who have learned so much of that lan- 
guage as to join with him therein.’ Dur- 
ing the year 1714, M. Boudet took the 
spiritual charge of the Mohegan or River 
Indians, at which period he is called 
* minister of the French colonistic con- 
gregation at New Rochelle.’ In 1714 
he reports fifty communicants in his 
church, and asks for an English Bible, 
with a small quantity of English Com- 
mon Prayers, because ‘our young peo- 
ple, or some of them, have sufficiently 
learned to read English for to join in 
the public service, when read in Eng- 
lish.’ 

M. Boudet died in September, 1722, 
aged sixty-nine years, nearly twenty- 
seven of which he had been the minister 
of the New Rochelle church. He was 
eminently useful in keeping his congre- 
gation togéther amidst its adverse cir- 
cumstances, and was greatly beloved. 
He was interred beneath the chancel 
floor of the old church ; and for whose 
use he bequeathed his library. 

The Rev. Prerre Srovrrs, A. M., 
succeeded M. Boudet. He was also a 
native of France, and said to be a 
son or nearly related to the Rev. M. 
Stouppe, pastor of the French Protes- 
tant church in London, who was sent 
to Geneva, in 1654, by Oliver Cromwell, 
to negotiate there in the affairs of the 
French Protestants. He was born 1690, 
studied divinity at Geneva, and ac- 
cepted a call to the Huguenot church 
at Charleston,5.C. Here he continued 
to preach until 1723, when, resigning 
the charge, he conformed to the Church 
of England, crossing the Atlantic for 
ordination. He was admitted to holy 
orders in 1723, and licensed to officiate 
as a missionary in the colony of New 
York, and to the French Protestants 
of New Rochelle, with a salary of £50 
per annum. To this latter flock he 
proved very acceptable, from his abil- 
ity to preach in French, the only lan- 
guage which most of them understood. 
His elders, or anciens, as sometimes 
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called, were then Isaac Quantein and 
Isaac Guion. The new Huguenot pastor 
soon found trouble, as his predecessor 
had, with the dissatisfied M. Moulinais 
and his followers. Still he was useful : 
in 1726 he writes that he ‘ baptized six 
grown negroes and seven negro chil- 
dren, fitted eight young people for the 
sacrament of the Lord’s Supper, to 
which they have been accordingly ad- 
mitted,’ and ‘ the number of communi- 
cants at Easter was thirty-three.’ 

In a letter of December 11, 1727, he 
presents some important information 
concerning the early settlement of New 
Rochelle; ‘The present number of in- 
habitants amounts to very near four 
hundred persons. There is a dozen of 
houses near the church, standing pretty 
close to one another, which makes the 
place a sort of a town; the remainder 
of the houses and settlements are dis- 
persed up and down, as far as the above 
6,000 acres of land could bear. Nay, 
besides these, there were several other 
French families, members of New 
Rochelle, settled without its bounds.’ 
Such was the commencement of the 
present picturesque and beautiful vil- 
lage of New Rochelle. More than a cen- 
tury and a half has passed away since 
its founders, the French refugees, emi- 
grated to the spot; but their noble and 
holy principles have left good, undying 
influences, now seen in the refinement, 
morals, and religion of their descend- 
ants, in this entire region. 

M. Stouppe further states that there 
were in the settlement two Quaker fam- 
ilies, three Dutch ones, four Lutherans. 
‘ The first never assist cn assemblies ; the 
Dutch and Lutheran, on the contrary, 
constantly assist when divine service is 
performed in English, so that they may 
understand it; and their children, like- 
wise, have all been baptized by ministers 
ofthechurch. Only the French Dissent- 
ers have deserted it, upon M. Moulinais, 
formerly one of the French ministers of 
New York, coming -and settling, now 
@ year ago, among us; and it is also 
by his means and inducement that they 
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have built a wooden meeting-house 
within the time they were unprovided 
for, that is, from my predecessor's death 
to my arrival here. * * * 

‘There is no schoolmaster as yet in 
New Rochelle: the parents take care 
to instruct their own children, and that 
they do generally pretty well, besides 
what instructions are given them in 
the church during summer by the 
minister. * * * The number of 
slaves within New Rochelle is seventy- 
eight: part of them constantly attend 
divine service, and have had some in- 
struction in the Christian faith by the 
care and assistance of their respective 

- masters and mistresses, so that my pre- 
decessor did not scruple to baptize 
some, and even admit them to the com- 
munion of the Lord’s Supper; and I 
myself have, for the same consideration, 
baptized fifteen of them within these 
three years, some children and some 
grown persons, without the least preju- 
dice to the rest of my flock.’ It would 
be well, in our boasted day of zeal and 
philanthropy, if all ministers of the 
blessed gospel manifested the same 
commendable interest for the spiritual 
welfare of the negroes, as this Huguenot 
pastor. 

About the period of the French war, 
he writes, June 5, 1758, ‘ that since the 
war broke out, there have been great 
alterations in his congregations, which 
have lost many of their members by re- 
movals, and by enlisting in the king’s 
service, and by death; nevertheless, the 
number of his communicants is seventy- 
four, and he has baptized, within the 
present half year, fifteen white and five 
black children.’ 

The ministry of this faithful Hugue- 
not terminated on the earth, by his 
death in July, 1760. His biographer 
esteemed him a ‘simple-minded, con- 
scientious man, who for thirty-seven 
years continued faithfully to discharge 
the duties of his mission.’ His commu- 


nicants had increased from thirty-eight 
to eighty, and he was greatly beloved 
by his congregation. His remains were 


interred under the chancel of the old 
French church at New Rochelle, where 
so Tong he had watched over the little 
flock of his Master. M. Stouppe was 
succeeded by the 

Rev. Micnar. Houpr, A.M. He was 
born in France, 1705, educated 4 Fran- 
ciscan friar, and, on Easter day, 1730, 
ordained a priest by the Archbishop of 
Tréves, and subsequently preferred to 
the post of superior in the convent of the 
Recollects at Montreal. But, disgusted 
with monastic life, M. Houdin, at the 
commencement of the French war, 
left Canada and retired to the city of 
New York. Here, on Easter day, 1747, 
he made a public renunciation of Po- 
pery, and joined the Church of Eng- 
land. Attaining great proficiency in 
the English language, in June, 1750, he 
was invited by the people of Trenton, 
N. J., to officiate as a missionary in that 
State. 

When he first reached New York 
with his wife, in June, 1744, Governor 
Clinton, suspicious of all Frenchmen at 
that moment, confined them to their 
lodgings, guarded by two sentinels. 
The following day he was examined 
by his Excellency, and learned that ‘ the 
French intended to attack Oswego with 
eight hundred men, the French having 
a great desire of being masters of that 
place.’ Then M. Houdin was ordered 
to reside at Jamaica, Long Island, 


‘where he complained that his circum- 


stances were ‘ very low,’ and ‘can do 
nothing to get a living ;’ that ‘ his wife 
and himself must soon come to want, 
unless his Excellency will be pleased 
to take him into consideration.’ After 
this appeal, the authorities advised his 
return to the city, on his taking the 
oath of allegiance. 

For some years, M. Houdin officiated 
at Trenton and the neighboring places 
as an ‘itinerant missionary ;’ and in 
1759 his services were required, as a 
guide, for General Wolfe, in his well- 
known expedition against Quebec. 
Before marching, he preached to the 
Provincial troops destined for Canada, 








in 8t. Peter's church, Westchester, 
from St. Matthew, ch. x. 28: ‘ Fear not 
them which kill the body.’ And the 
French chaplain escaped the dangers 
of the war; but his brave General, at 
the very moment of victory, fell mor- 
tally wounded, on the Heights of Abra- 
ham, September 13,1759. After the re- 
duction of Quebec, he asked leave to join 
his mission again; but General Mur- 
ray would not consent, as there was no 
other person who could be depended 
on for intelligence of the French move- 
ments. While M. Houdin was stationed 
at Quebec, an attempt was made by the 
Vicar-General of all Canada to seduce 
him from English allegiance, with an 
offer of great preferment in the Romish 
Church. This pressing invitation found 
its way into the hands of Generals Mur- 
ray and Gage, when they sent a guard 
to arrest the Vicar-General. 

M. Houdin, returning to New York, 
in 1761, was appointed ‘ itinerant mis- 
sionary’ to New Rochelle, by the ‘ Ven- 
erable Society ’ of England, ‘he being a 
Frenchman by birth, and capable of do- 
ing his duty to them, both in the French 
and English languages.’ During his 
incumbency, Trinity church, New Ro- 
chelle, received its first charter from 
George III., which the present corpora- 
tion still enjoys with all its trusts and 
powers. It is dated in 1762, and was 
exemplified by his Excellency George 
Clinton in 1798. In 1763 he writes, 
complaining that the Calvinists used 
unlawful methods to obtain possession 
of the church glebe. These were the 
few old French Protestant families who 
had not conformed to the Church of 
England; and Houdin says of them: 
‘Seeing the Calvinists will not agree 
upon any terms of peace proposed to 
them by our church, * * * we are 
in hopes the strong bleeding of their 
purse will bring them to an agreement 
after New York court.’ 

The French Protestant preacher con- 
tinued his pious labors at New Rochelle 
until October, 1768, when he departed 
this life. He was a man of considerable 
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learning, irreproachable character, and 
esteemed a worthy Christian mission- 
ary. His remains, which were the last 
of the Huguenot pastors, were interred 
beneath the chancel of the old French 
church at New Rochelle, and by the 
side of his predecessors, Boudet and 
Stouppe. Since the removal of this 
sacred edifice, the ashes of these earliest 
Protestant French missionaries to our 
land repose beneath the public high- 
way, and not a stone tells where they 
lie, or commemorates their usefulness, 
excellences, or piety. Their silent 
graves ought not thus to remain ne- 
glected and unhonored: some monu- 
mental record should mark the spot. 
where these early Huguenot preachers 
in America were entombed. 

Boudet, Stouppe, and Houdin were 
the last of the Huguenot preachers in 
our land of whose histories we can find 
anything, and as they never can be 
fully written, we have made a more 
full record of these fragments concern- 
ing their memories, than otherwise 
would have been written. Especially 
let the children of the French Protes- 
tants in Westchester venerate these men, 
who were consecrated to sacred offices 
in the days of their pious ancestors, 
and, like Moses, led them from oppres- 
sion and bondage to the land of Ca- 
naan in this Western World. 

We might mention many who de- 
serve the honor, among the descend- 
ants of the New Rochelle Huguenots ; 
but the name of one will suit our pur- 
pose—Jonn Jay. He was born in 
New York, from a family originally of 
La Guienne, France; and he was sent, 
by his fellow citizens to the General 
Congress which assembled at the com- 
mencement of the conflict between the 
colonies and England. In 1774 he 
signed the act of association to suspend 
the importation of British merchandise ; 
in 1779 he was honored with the presi- 
dency of Congress. At the expiration 
of this important post, Mr. Jay was 
commissioned to represent his country 
at the court of Louis XVI., and he was 
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one of the four commissioners who 
signed, on the 80th November, 1782, 
the treaty of Versailles, by which Great 
Britain recognized our Natronau INDE- 
PENDENCE. A Huguenot, Ex1as Boupr- 
nor, was the first president of the great 
national institution, the American Bi- 
ble Society; and at his death, be- 
queathed to it a noble benefaction. 
The French Protestants were always 
ardent lovers of the Bratz, and John 
Jay succeeded Mr. Boudinot in his im- 
portant office of president to that noble 
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institution. ‘No one in America,’ says 
the eminent Dr. Baird, ‘ need blush at 
having one of these respectable Hugue- 
nots among his. ancestors;’ and Ban- 
croft, the historian of our land, recog- 
nizes in them that moral elevation of 
which they gave so many proofs in 
every country where they settled; and 
he adds; ‘ The children of the French 
Calvinists have certainly good reason 
to hold the memory of their fathers in 
great honor. (Vol. ii. p. 183.) So 
think we. 





MACCARONI AND CANVAS. 


x. 


A WALK AROUND SEGNI. 

Tare are three quiet old places on 
the Continent that Caper always re- 
members with solemn pleasure—Breda 
in Holland, Segni in Italy, Neufchatel 
in Switzerland. He reposed in Breda, 
rested in Segni, was severely tranquil 
in Neufchatel: the real charm of trav- 
elling is best appreciated when one is 
able to pause in one’s headlong career 
in some such place and meditate over 
it. Caper paused for many months at 


Seent, or Signia, a Latium city of 
the Volscians, was, after its colonization 
by the Romans, always faithful to the 
Republic. Strabo, Pliny, Plautus, Mar- 
tial, Juvenal, Silius, Italicus, Dionysius 
Halicarnassus, and Livy, all make men- 
tion, in one way or another, of this city. 
Little is known of its history, from the 
fact that it was burned to the ground 
by the order of the Duke of Alva, vice- 
roy of Napies, on the 14th of August, 
1557 ; and in the fire all records of the 
city were destroyed. Its polygonal or 
. Cyclopean walls, of Pelasgic origin, still 
remain in many parts as perfect as they 


ever were : consisting of gigantic blocks 
of hewn limestone, they are fitted one 
into another with admirable precision ; 
no mortar was used in laying them, and 
there they stand, these well-named Cy- 
clopean walls, for some of the stones are 
12 feet long by 5 feet wide, firmly as if 
centuries on centuries had not sent a 
myriad of storms to try their strength, 
There are several gates in these walls, 
noted among which is one called the 
Saracen’s Gate; it is known in archi- 
tecture from its indicating by its form 
one of the first attempts toward the 
pointed arch. 

In walking through the,town, you 
find here and there bits of middle-age 
architecture, which have escaped ruin; 
here a door, there a window, of grace- 
ful design, built around with the rough 
masonwork for which Segni is noted 
in later days; but the greater number 
of the houses are constructed in the 
rudest manner, indicating the poverty 
and ignorance of the majority of the 
inhabitants. It is, however, a decent 
poverty, for, to the credit of the town 
be it spoken, there was not, when Caper 
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was there, a professional beggar, ex- 
cepting the friars, in or around it. 

Taking the first street—if a rough 
road winding around the top of the 
mountain, and but four or five feet 
wide, may be called so—Caper saw at 
‘the doors of the houses, standing chat- 
ting to each other, many old women, 
their white hair flying in every direc- 
tion, who, as they talked, knitted stock- 
ings; or, with distaff in hand, twirled 
the spindle, making flax into thread 
for spinning, or wool into woof and 
web for weaving. Hearing a shuttle, 
he looked in at an open door, and 
found a young girl busily weaving a 
heavy blue cloth at a queer old loom; 
not far from her, an elderly woman was 
weaving flax thread into coarse, heavy 
linen goods. Passing along, he heard 
the whir of millstones, and, entering a 
house, saw a girl working one of the 
handmills of the country ; on a stand, 
where there was a stone basin, the girl 
turned in the wheat ; another stone, fit- 
ting exactly in the basin, was attached 
to the ceiling by a long pole ; catching 
hold of this, she gave the stone a rota- 
ty motion, grinding the wheat very 
fairly. ' 

Suddenly Caper saw in the back part 
of the room a woman, holding what 
seemed a large, red-headed caterpillar, 
without any fuzz on it; she was evi- 
dently nourishing it in the way repre- 
sented in that famous painting ‘The 
Roman Daughter,’ thus proving that it 
was a baby. Its resemblance to the 
caterpillar arose from the way it was 
swathed: around all the Segnian in- 
fants they wind a strip of knit or wo- 
ven cloth, about eight feet long and four 
inches wide, fairly mummifying them ; 
then, to crown the work, they put on 
their little bullet heads, a scarlet cap 
with brilliant flowers and ribbons, 
making the poor babies resemble any- 
thing but Christian productions. In a 
neighboring town they hang their ba- 
bies up in a wicker basket, resembling 
the birch-bark contrivances for our In- 


dian papooses. 





Continuing his walk, our artist next 
came to where they were building a 
house; and its future occupant, who 
was a man of some enterprise and ac- 
tion, told Caper, with a long face, that 
he almost despaired of seeing it com- 
pleted: the harvest came, and almost 
every workman went off to the wheat 
fields, leaving the house unfinished un- 
til they were ready to recommence 
work on it, well knowing that there 
were no other ones in the town able to 
do their labor; however, those who 
mixed mortar, carried tiles, and stone, 
and plaster, were hard at work. These 
laborers were girls of from twelve to 
sixteen years old, and one or two of 
them, spite of dirt and hard labor, were 
really handsome, with bright, intelli- 
gent countenances. They earned one 
paul (ten cents) each a day, and seemed 
contented and happy, joking with each 
other and laughing heartily nearly all 
the time. Probably our Chippewa In- 
dians would think twice before they set 
the young women of their tribe to hod- 
carrying as a livelihood ; but then the 
Chippewas are savages. The hods car- 
ried by these girls on their heads were 
flat, wooden trays, square at each end: 
once poised on the head, they balanced 
themselves, and were carried around 
without a fall. . This carrying on the 
head, by the women, from an eight-gal- 
lon barrel of wine down to a sickle or 
pocket handkerchief, helps to give them 
their straight forms and fine carriage 
of head, neck, and shoulders. 

Napoleon the First, in breaking down 
most of the feudal customs of the Papal 
States, should be regarded by the poor 
inhabitants as one of their greatest bene- 
factors; still, many a remnant of the 
middle ages remains firmly marked in 
the habits of the country people. Even 
now the inhabitants of the Campagna 
live, not in isolated houses, but in small 
towns built around the once protecting 
castle or powerful monastery, where, in 
times past, they fled, when attacked in 
the fields by the followers of some house . 
inimical to the one under whose protec- 
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tion they lived. Follow the entire Cam- 
pagra, from Rome to Naples, by way of 
Frosinone, and you will see the ruins 
of watch towers, built to warn the 
workmen in the fields of the approach- 
ing enemy. Thus, in Segni, although 
the fields cultured by the inhabitants, 
lay miles away at the foot of the moun- 
tain, yet every day seven eighths of the 
5,000 inhabitants walked from four to 
six miles or more down the mountains 
to the scene of their daily labors, re- 
turning the same distance at sunset. 
Often and often Caper saw the mother, 
unable to leave the infant at home, car- 
ry it in a basket on her head to the far- 
away fields, bringing it back at night 
with the additional burden of corn 
shelled or wheat garnered in the field. 
Trotting along gayly at her side, you 
may be sure, was the ever-present black 
pig, with a long string wound around 
his body, by which he is attached to 
some tree or stone as soon as he reaches 
the fields, and thus prevented from root- 
ing where he should not root. The 
day’s labor of his mistress finished, she 
unties him, wraps the string around his 
body, and he follows her up to the town 
with the docility of a well-trained dog. 

It is the women, too, who daily walk 
four or five miles up the mountain for 
their supply of firewood. Arriving at 
the forest of the commune, they collect 
split wood and fagots, tying them into 
round bundles, a yard long, and two or 
three feet in diameter, and return to 
Segni, carrying this small woodpile all 
the way on their heads. It is the 
‘women, too, who bring water from the 
fountains for their household use, in 
copper vessels (conche) holding from 
two to three gallons: these are placed 
on the head, and carried self-balancing 
sometimes for long distances. At a 
fair held at Frosinone, Caper once saw 
several women, each one carrying on 
her head two of these conche filled with 
water, one balanced on the other; and 
this for half a mile up a steep road, from 
the fountain at the foot of the moun- 
tain, to the town above. 
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The women, too, do their fair share 
of harvesting ; they cut the wheat with 
sickles; then, after it is cut, separate 
the grains from the stalk by rubbing a 
handful of stalks with a small piece of 
wood in which a series of iron rings 
are placed, making a rude rasp; col- 
lecting the grains, they then carry them 
from the fields, sifting them at their 
leisure in a large round sieve, suspend- 
ed from a triangle of long poles; then, 
on a breezy day, you may see them 
standing over a large cloth, holding 
a double handful of wheat high above 
their heads, and letting it fall: the 
wind blows away the chaff, and the 
clean grain falls on the outspread cloth. 

In the autumn, when the men are em- 
ployed in the vintage, comes the chest- 
nut season; and then the women, who 
are not busy in the vineyard, and who 
regard it as a frolic, go for miles up in 
the mountains, collecting the nuts, large 
as our horse chestnuts. They form no 
small part of the winter stock of food 
for the mountaineers, while the refuse 
nuts are used to fatten the pet pig. 
We can have but small conception of 
the primeyal look these chestnut woods 
wear, the trees growing to an enor- 
mous size, many a one being ten to 
twelve feet in diameter. The weather 
is glorious during this season: clear, 
bright, and buoyantly refreshing, blow 


the autumn winds; and as Caper, day 


after day, wandered among the old 
trees, now helping an old woman to fill 
a sack with the brown nuts, now club- 
bing the chestnuts from the trees for a 
young girl, he, too, voted chestnut 
gathering a rare good time. Far off, 
and now near, the girls were singing 
their quaint wild songs. Thus heard, 
the rondinella sounds well : it is of the 
woods and deserts; strange, barbaric, 
oriental, bacchantic, what you please, 
save dawdling drawing-room. and pia- 
no-ic. 

To resume the walk around the 
town: Caper, after leaving the man 
who was employing the sylphide hod- 
carriers, called in at the shop were 
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cigars were sold, and outside of which 
was a tin sign, on which was painted 
the papal coat-of-arms, and the usual 
words, indicating that the government 
monopolies, salt and tobacco, were for 
sale. Having bought some cigars, he 
entered into conversation with the 
man who kept the store. He learned, 
what he already knew, that everything 
in the town was done by hand, weav- 
ing, spinning, thrashing, grinding 
wheat and corn, &c. 

*Do you know,’ said Caper, ‘ that in 
some countries all these labors are done 
by steam ?’ 

It is dangerous to tell groat truths ; 
and after our artist had spoken, he saw, 
by the expression of the man’s face, 
that he had placed himself in danger ; 
but suddenly the cigar-seller’s face was 
illuminated with intelligence, as he ex- 
claimed : 

‘Oh, you mean that infernal thing 
that goes bvo-hoo-hoo? I saw it when I 
was in Rome, last week: it’s going to 
drag cars to Civita Vecchia on the iron 
road.’ 

‘That's it,’ answered Caper, greatly 
relieved. 

* Benissimo ! we never had anything 
of the kind; and what is more, wz 
DON’T WANT ONE |’ 

Caper walked out, determined to 
write to New York, and beg some of 
the good people there to save a few 
missionaries from death among the 
Fejees, and send them to Segni, where 
there was a wide field open for the dis- 
semination of knowledge. 

Passing along, he next came to the 
small square in front of the church, 
where once every week a market was 
held: here he found a man, who had 
just arrived with fresh fish from Terra- 
cina—the Terracina of the opera of ‘ Fra 
Diavolo.’ Among the small fish, sar- 
dines, &c., which were brought to town 
that day, in time for Friday’s dinner, 
when every one kept vigilia, was one 
large fish, which our artist determined 
to buy and present to his landlord at 
the inn. He asked its price. 
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‘That fish,’ said the fishman, ‘is for 
the dinner of the Ilustrissimo and Re- 
verendissimo Monsignore the Bishop; 
and if you were to turn every scale in 
its body into baioccho, and give them 
all to me, you couldn’t have it.’ 

Caper was sorely tempted to turn the 
scales in his own favor, for he knew, if 
he were to pay well, he could bear off 
the fish triumphantly, spite of the sell- 
er’s declaration ; but a thought of the 
sore affliction he would bring into the 
mind of the fat old gentleman in pur- 
ple, with a gold chain around his neck, 
who rejoiced in the name of bishop, 
deterred him from his heretical pro- 
ceeding, and he walked away in deep 
meditation. 

The patron saint of Segni is San Bru- 
no; and, to do him honor, every other 
male baby born in the town is called 
Bruno; so our artist, in his walks 
around town, heard this name howled, 
cried, screamed, shrieked, called, and 
appealed to, on an average once in five 
minutes, through the hours when the 
male inhabitants were about and awake. 
This similarity in names was, by no 
means, accompanied by similarity in 
appearance, for there were more light- 
haired and blue-eyed men by this name 
in the place than any one, having the 
popular idea of what an Italian looks 
like, would believe could be found in a 
town of the same size in America, 
Trying to account for the Norse look 
of many of the Segnians, and the 
Oriental look of many others, Caper 
climbed up to the top of the mountain 
above the town, and seating himself in 
the shadow of the old Cyclopean wall, 
looked down the mountain side to the 
broad valley below him. 

* As all roads lead to Rome,’ solilo- 
quized he, ‘it’s no wonder that those 
two famous old ways down there in the 
valley, the Via Trajana and the Via La- 
tina, should have once been passed over 
by white-haired, blue-eye® Goths, and, 
seeing the old town perched up here, 
they should have climbed up, having 
strong legs. Once here, they put all 
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the men to the sword, made love to the 
girls, plundered all that was plunder- 
able; drank up all the liquor, Sam- 
buca, Rosoglio, ‘Rhum di Giamaica,’ 
and Acqua viva, they could put their 
paws on; then, having a call further 
on, left the girls, small babes, and other 
impedimenta (baggage !), rushing on to 
Rome to settle accounts with their 
bankers there, like hon-o-rable men. 
So you find many flaxen-haired, sky- 
eyed people up here, and they are 
rough and bold and independent. 

Years and years after them, clamber- 
ing over the mountains from the sea- 
coast, came the Saracens—oh, you were 
the boys !—and they, being a refined 
and elegantly educated circle, com- 
pared with the Goths, of course did 
the same amount of slaughtering and 
love-making, only more refinedly and 
elegantly ; cutting off heads instead of 
knocking them in; and with the gold 
spoons and other instruments that they 
found in the church, instead of making 
sword hilts and helmets, they at once 
worked them into graceful, crescent® 
shaped earrings, and curious rings, 
chains, and brooches, giving them to 
the girls and winning their hearts in 
the old-fashioned style. The girls, for 
their part, declared to each other that 
when these odious Moors went away, 
they would give all the earrings and 
brooches back to the church. But they 
forgot to; which accounts for their 
wearing them, or those of similar pat- 
tern, to this day. 

The gentle Saracens, moreover, wish- 
ing to introduce their own school of 
music, taught the girls to sing; proof of ' 
which is the horrible songs the conta- 
dini still have, resembling in no wise 
pious Christian hymns, but rather a 
cross between a growl to Odin and a 
yell to Allah! A growl to Odin, for 
the girls could not forget the Goths, 
albeit they only knew them through 
reports of their foremothers. 

Then the Saracens turned their at- 


tention to crockery ware, pots, pans, 
and water jars; forming like fruits 


- 


and flowers the yielding clay, and es- 
tablishing models that are every hour 
to be seen around one in this old nest. 
Clothes, too, they thought, should be 
made as they saw ‘ fit ;’ and, according- 
ly, head-dresses and dresses, under 
garments, &c., @ la Saracenesca, were all 
the rage; and as the colors were in no 
wise sombre or melancholy to behold, 
the girls took kindly to them, and, 
slightly modified, wear them still. 
When you see the pane, the white cloth 
worn on the women’s heads, remember 
it was once an Oriental yashmak, falling 
around and concealing the face of the 
Italian lady love of a Saracen; but 
when the Saracens departed, they 
rolled up the veil and disclosed to 
delighted Christians the features of 
Rita or Maria, who figured for a time 
as Zoe or Fatima. 

With their religion, the Saracens 
were not so successful—they could not 
make it popular; so they waived this 
point, contented with having set the 
fashions, and introduced their own 
style of music, crockery, and jewelry. 

Thus reflecting, Caper stopped short, 
regarded his watch, found it was near 
dinner time—the pastoral hour of noon- 
day—and then turned to walk down to 
the inn. On his way he passed a store 
having French calicoes in the window, 
and mourned in his heart to think how 
short a time it would be before these 
became popular, and the homemade 
picturesque dresses of the female Seg- 
nians would be discarded. The time, 
too, was fast coming—with the railroad 
from Rome to Naples—when travellers 
will overrun these mountain towns, and 
the price of board shoot up from forty 
cents to a dollar or two: then the in- 
habitants will learn geography and be- 
come mercenary, and will learn arith- 
metic and blaspheme (in their way) at 
Sorestieri Inglese, Americani, Francese, or 
Tedeschi, and cheat them. Then the 
peace of the Volscians will have depart- 
ed, never, oh, never more to return. 

Then the women wil wear—bonnets ! 
and cheap French goods ; will no longer 
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look like moving woodyards, bringing 
fagots on their heads down mountain 
sides ; no longer bear aloft the graceful 
conche filled with sweet water from the 
fountain, for hydraulic rams will do 
their business; no longer lead the 
sportive pig to pastures new, but pen 
him up, and feed him when the neigh- 
bors are not looking on! These days 
will sorely try the men ; now they labor 
in the fields in shirts and drawers, 
never thinking of putting on their pan- 
taloons until they return to the very 
gates of the town, where, at sunset, you 
may see them, ten or twelve deep, thus 
employed before entering the city ; but 
in the future they will have to observe 
les convenances and make their toilette 
in the fields. This they will do with 
great grumbling, returning homeward, 
and they will sing rondinelle bearing 
severely on the forestieri who have 
ruined the good old pod-augur days 
when they made vendetta without trou- 
ble: thus reflecting, the donkeys they 
ride, while their wives walk and carry 
a load, will receive many virulent 
punches intended for other objects. 

‘Signor Giacomo, dinner is served,’ 
said the landlord, as Caper entered the 
old inn, 

Cool wine, roast lamb, wild pigeons, 
crisp salad, with a broiled partridge ; 
great bunches of luscious grapes, figs 
freshly picked, and maccaroni 4 la Mi- 
lanese. Such was our artist’s dinner 
that day. Patriarchally simple of a 
necessity ; but, then, what can you ex- 
pect in a town where the British Lion 
has never yet growled for a bushel of 
raw beef when he is fed, or swore at 
the landlord for not having a pint of 
hay boiled in hot water (tea?) for 
breakfast, when he is nervous ? 


FIVE FAIRS AND FESTIVALS, 


Do not believe, in spite of all you 
hear about the benighted Papal States, 
that the people spend their holidays 
groaning and begging to depart from 
this vale of tears: on the contrary, the 
ignorant wretches believe in enjoying 
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every moment of life ; and, to judge by 
the Segnians, who are by no means dys- 
peptical, they do so with all their 
might. They know, if they fall sick, 
good Doctor Matteucci attends them 
carefully and well, without any charge, 
for he receives a salary from the com- 
mune. They know, if they have good 
health and do their work, they will be 
rewarded every now and then with a 
holiday, in which religion is so tem- 
pered with lottery tickets, wine drink- 
ing, fireworks, horse races, and trad- 
ing, that, shorn lambs as they are, pay- 
ing to the church three cents for every 
twenty-five pounds of corn they may 
grind, and as large a portion of their 
crops for the rent of the lands they till, 
they still have jolly good times at the 
fairs and festivals in their own and 
neighboring towns. 

Every town has its patron saint, and 
it is in honor of his day that they hold 
one grand festival each year. To ac- 
commodate temporal affairs, a fair is 
also held on the same day, so that the 


®country people of the neighborhood 


may purchase not only the necessaries, 
but the simple luxuries they need or 
long for. 

Besides the only principal festival 
and fair in Segni to San Bruno, already 
described, they had three minor cele- 
brations of minor saints, substitutes, 
as Rocjean declared, for Pomona, Bac- 
chus, and Ceres: certainly, the saints’ 
days fell very curiously about the 
same time their predecessors were wor- 
shipped. 

It is, however, of five festivals and 
fairs held in five neighboring towns, 
that the present chapter treats; so let 
the drums beat while our three artists 
proceed to enjoy on paper the days 
they celebrated. 

One evening, the vetturino, Frances- 
co, came to the trio and told them that 
on the next day but one, Sunday, there 
would be a fair and festa at Frosinone, 
a town about twenty-three miles from 
Segni, and that if they wished to go, 
he had three seats to hire in his vettura. 
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Having heard that the costumes to be 
seen there were highly picturesque, 
and anxious to study the habits of the 
people in holiday guise, our artists de- 
termined to go. At daybreak on the 
appointed morning, having breakfasted 
and filled their flasks with wine, they 
started with a guide to walk down to 
Casa Bianca, a small osteria, distant, as 
the guide assured them, about two 
miles ; three miles, as Francesco swore 
to; four miles, as Gaetano, the land- 
lord, declared ; and six miles as Caper 
and Rocjean were ready to affirm to. 
Down the movntain road they scram- 
bled, only losing their patience when 
they found they had to wade a small 
marsh, where their tempers and pol- 
ished boots were sorely tried. Once 
over, they reached Casa Bianca, and 
found the vettura there, having arrived 
an hour before from Rome, thirty odd 
(and peculiar) miles distant ; and now 
with the same horses they had to make 
twenty-three miles more before ten 
A. M., according to agreement. Ro 
jean and Caper sat outside the car- 
riage, while Dexter sat inside, and con- 
versed with two other passengers, 
cheerful and good-natured people, who 
did all in their power to make every- 
body around them contented and 
jolly. 

The road went through the fertile 
Sacco valley; right and left rich pas- 
ture grounds, or wheat and corn fields ; 
the mountains on either side rising in 
grandeur in the early sunlight, their 
tops wreathed with veils of rising mist. 
They soon passed Castelaccio (the ter- 
mination accio is one, according to Don 
Boschi, of vilification; consequently, 
the name may be translated Bigbad 
Castle) : this castle belongs to Prince 
Torlonia, apropos of which prince it is 
rather singular that all his money can- 
not buy good Latin; for any one may 
read at Frascati; staring you in the 
face as it does, as you wind up the vil- 
la, engraved on a large marble tablet, 
an inscription touching 


TORLONIA BT UXSOR EJUS, ETC. 


18 


Uxsor may be Latin, but it is the kind 
that is paid for, and not the spontane- 
ous gift of classic Italy. 

The carriage next passed through 
Ferentino, Ferentinum of the Volscians, 
where it stopped for a time to let Roc- 
jean see the stone called La Fata, 
whereon is inscribed the noble gener- 
osity of Quintilius Priscus, who gave 
crustula and mulsum (cakes and mead) 
to the old people; sportule (cold vic- 
tuals?) to the decurions, and nucum 
sparsiones (a sprinkling of nuts) for the 
small children. 

After which antiquarian research, 
and a drink of wine at the Hotel des 
Etrangéres, the trio called loudly on 
Francesco to drive on; for the name 
of the inn similar sign- 
boards, Hotel d’Angleterre, Hotel Vit- 
toria, Hotel des Isles Brittaniques, at 
all of which one or other of our travel- 
lers had been savagely fleeced. 

The carriage at last arrived at the 
tavern, at the foot of the mountain on 
which Frosinone stands, and our artists 
found that the ascent must be made 
on foot: this, in the face of the broiling 
sun, was equal to two hot baths at least. 
However, they determined to take it 
easily, and accordingly tarried for a 
while by an old bridge crossing a 
small stream, running bright and clear, 
where cattle were drinking ; then they 


‘stopped at the neighboring fountain, 


where the girls were filling copper wa- 
ter jars, and dusty contadini were 
washing themselves in order to present 
a clean face at the fair; and listened 
with pleasure to the hearty laughter 
and holiday jests bandied about with 
profusion. Thus in refreshed spirits 
they commenced the ascent. 

On the brow of the mountain, in 
front rank of the houses of the city, 
arose the walls of what they thought 
at first glance was a very large factory ; 
they subsequently learned it was a 
male-factory or prison ; this, with the 
governor’s palace and other lofty build- 
ings, gives Frosinone a stately air, only 
lost on entering the place and finding 
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the streets narrow, steep, and not par- 
ticularly clean. On entering the street 
leading to the main gate of entrance, 
their ears were saluted by the squeal- 
ing and grunting of many hogs collect- 
ed together in small droves, on both 
sides the way, for sale or barter. Here 
stood a bronzed peasant, dressed only 
in shirt and drawers, with boots up to 
his knees ; a steeple crowned straw hat, 
with a large carnation pink in it, shad- 
ing his closely shaved face, on which 
no hair was seen save two long curls 
pendent in front of his ears, while the 
back part of his head was shaved near- 
ly as smooth as his face. This man 
held in his arms a small pig in a vio- 
lent state of squeals, Mixed up among 
the pigs were many women dressed in 
lively colored costumes, looking grace- 
ful and pretty, and gaining added ef- 
fect from the dark tones of the old 
gray houses around them. Advancing 
upward, at times at angles of forty-five 
degrees and more, through narrow 
streets crowded with picturesque houses 
(if they did threaten to tumble down), 
they at last reached the Piazza: here 
the squeeze commenced, crockery, gar- 


lic, hardware, clothing, rosaries and* 


pictures of the saints, flowers; while 
donkeys, gensdarmes, jackasses, and 


shovel hats, strangers, and pretty girls 
were all pressing with might and 


main—they did not seem to know 
where—probably to the nearest wine 
shops, which were driving a brisk 
trade. 

Reaching an inn, our artists ordered 
dinner, and amused themselves, while 
it was being prepared, looking out of 
the window at the crowds in the street 
beneath. On the opposite side of the 
way were two open windows, evidently 
‘behind the scenes’ of the main 
church, since many of the principal 
actors in the ceremonies were here at- 
tiring themselves in curious robes 
prior to their appearing in public. A 
tallow-faced looking youth, with no 
hair on the extreme crown of his head, 


while swinging a long wax candle 
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around, struck a fat old gentleman, with 
a black silk gown and white lace 
bertha over it, in the back; where- 
upon, I regret to write it, the fat old 
gentleman struck the tallow-faced 
youth the severest kind of a blow be 
low the belt, entirely contrary to the 
rules of the P. R. Dexter, having 
watched the performance, at its con- 
clusion shouted for very joy; where- 
upon the stout man, raising his eyes, 
saw in the opposite windows the three 
Sorestieri, and I do assure you that 
such a look of malevolence as crossed 
his face for a moment contained all 
the Borgias ever knew of poisons and 
assassinations. Luckily, the artists 
did not have to go to confession to 
that man. 

Dinner finished, Rocjean proposed a 
walk. They first went to the old 
church, but found its interior ruined 
with whitewash and tawdry decora- 
tions. The music, however, was excel- 
lent, but the crowd of worshippers in- 
tense; so they repaired to the cattle 
market, in the piazza in front of the - 
prison. They had been there but a 
short time, before the procession in 
honor of the patron saint of Frosinone, 
whose full-length seated effigy was 
carried by bearers, passed them. Along 
with other emblems borne by priests or 
laymen was a cross, apparently of solid 
wood, the upright piece fully twelve 
feet long, and as large round at the 
base as your thigh ; the transverse piece 
of the cross was proportionately large ; 
this was borne with ease by a moder- 
ate-sized man, Caper was at a loss to 
account for the facility with which the 
bearer handled pieces of timber as 
large as small joists of a house; so he 
asked a good-natured looking citizen 
standing near him, if that wooden 
cross was not very heavy ? 

‘Eh! that heavy? Why, it’s not 
wood ; it’s made of stove-pipes !’ 

The citizeh also told Caper that the 
seated effigy of the patron saint had 
had a hard time of it some years ago, 
for the country around Frosinone suf- 
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fering from a long drought, the inhab- 
itants had in vain prayed, begged, and 
gupplicated the aforementioned saint 
to send them rain; but he remained 
obdurate, until at last, seeing him so 
stubborn, they seized him, in spite of 
the priests, carried him down to the 
bridge, neck and heels, and threatened 
him, by all his brother and sister saints, 
to put him to bed—bed of the stream 
(it was nearly dry)—unless he speedily 
gave them a good supply of rain. In 
a couple of days, sure enough, the rain 
came down, and in such torrents, that 
there was a grand rush of the country 
people from the vicinity, begging the 
saint to hold up. Since that time he 
has behaved very decently, and just 
now is in high favor. 

There were some fine cattle at the 
fair; and Dexter, noticing a peculiar 
and becoming headdress to several of 
the long-horned oxen, made of the skin 
of some animal, ornamented with 
bright-colored strips of woollen with 
tassels at the end, tried to purchase a 
pair, but found the owners generally un- 
willing to sell them : however, one man 
at last agreed to sell a pair made of wolf- 
skin, with bright red, yellow, and green 
strips and tassels, for a fair price, and 
Dexter at once bought them—as a 
study, and also as an ornament for his 
studio, 

The tombola in the Piazza Tosti 
drew together a large crowd; and then 
it was that Rocjean was in his element, 
Caper delighted, and Dexter rejoiced in 
the study of costumes and motives for 
paintings. The straw hats worn here 
looked more picturesque than the black 
felt conical hats of the other end of the 
valley, but the ‘ soaplocks’ of the men 
were villanous. The women were 
brilliant in holiday attire, among their 
dresses showing that half-modern Greek, 
half Neapolitan style, uniting the classic 
with the middle age. The ciociare, as 

@those who wear ciocie or sandals are 
called, were there in full force: one of 
‘these men, with whom Rocjean had a 
long conversation, told our artist that 
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the price paid for enough leather for a 
pair was forty cents. Each sandal is 
made of a square piece of sole leather, 
about twelve inches lorg by five inches 
wide, and is attached to the foot by 
strings crossing from one side to the 
other, and bending the leather into the 
rough resemblance of a shoe. The 
leather is sold by weight, and the 
ciociara declared that sandals were far 
better than shoes. 

‘But, when it rains, your feet are 
wet,’ suggested Rocjean. 

‘ Seguro’ (certainly), answered cio- 
ciara. 

‘And when it snows, they are wet; 
and when it is muddy, they won’t keep 
the mud out; and when it's dusty, 
where is the dust ?’ 

‘Down there in the Campagna !’ an- 
swered the man, ‘ But you seem to for- 
get that we wrap cloths over our feet 
and legs, as high as the knee, and tie 
them all on with strings; or else our 
women knit brown woollen leggings, 
which cover our feet and legs. Well, 
good or bad, they are better for ws (noi 
oltri) than shoes.’ 

Fireworks and a ball at the Gover- 
nor’s palace closed that saint’s day; 
and the next afternoon our artists left 
the town to return to Segni; but as 
toward midnight they began to ascend 
the long, steep road leading to the 
town, they were overtaken by a thun- 
der storm, which for grandeur equalled 
anything that Caper at least had ever 
seen, The lightning was nearly inces- 
sant, at one flash revealing the valley 
below them, and distant mountain 
peaks after peaks trembling in white 
light, then all black as black could 
be; patches of road in front of the old 
carriage, silver one second, sable anoth- 
er; while the thunder cracked and 
roared, echoing and reéchoing from 
rock to rock, ringing away up the wild 
gorge around which the road wound. 
The rain fell in torrents, and pebbles 
and stones loosened from the mountain 
sides came falling around them. Fran- 
cesco, the driver, on foot, urged the tired 











16 


horses onward with blows and the 
most powerful language he could bring 
to bear: he accused the off-horse of 
being a pickpocket and an arciprete, and 
a robber of a small family, of which 
Francesco assured him he knew he was 
the father. Then the mare Filomena 
came in for her share of vilifications, 
being called a ‘giovinastra (naughty 
girl), a vecchierellaccia (vile old hag), 
a—’ Here the rain, pebbles, lightning, 
and thunder interrupted the driver, and 
Rocjean told him to take breath and a 
pull at his flask, which was filled with 
Sambuca, Thus refreshed, although 
soaked to the skin, Francesco livened 
up, and from despondency passed to 
hope, then to joy, finally landing the 
old carriage near the gate of Segni, in 
time for the artists to see far below 
them the clouds rolling rapidly away, 
and hear the thunder grumbling far off, 
over some other town, some other be- 
nighted travellers. 

VALMONTONE was the next town vis- 
ited, and the festival in honor of its 
patron saint, Luigi Gonzago, was a de- 
cided success ; the singing in the church 
operatically excellent; a good-sized 
tombola; a funny dinner in the back 
room of a grocery store, one half of the 
floor of which was covered with shelled 
corn, while the other half was occupied 
by the united legs of two tables, a dozen 
chairs, four dogs, one cat, six male and 
three female country people. There 
was a lamb roasted whole, » small bar- 
rel of wine, plenty of bread, find-your- 
own-knives-and-be-happy dinner. Com- 
ing out of this small den, and passing a 
fine large house, opposite the grand 
palace of the Prince of Valmontone, be- 
hold an Italian acquaintance of Caper’s 
standing in a balcony with a very hand- 
some woman; another moment, and 
Caper was invited in, and passed from 
poverty to wealth in the twinkling of 
an eye. Rooms full of guests, tables 
covered with damask linen, silver, 
flowers, crystal glasses, delicate food 
(too late !), good wine (just in time !), 
charming ladies. 
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‘ Condessa, permit me to present Sig- 
nor’ Cahpeer, Americano.’ 

A rich, full, musical voice, lovely 
eyes, a brilliant toilette—is it any won- 
der the heart of our artist beat con ani- 
mo, when the beautiful woman wel- 
comed him to Valmontone, and hoped 
it would not be his last visit. Other in- 
troductions, other glasses of sparkling 
wine—then off for the street, excite- 
ment, music, coffee, and a cigar; pretty 
girls with tender eyes ; the prince’s sta- 
bles, with hawks nailed to the doors, 
and blood horses in their stalls; con- 
tadini, cowbells, jackasses; ride home 
on horseback by moonlight ; head 
swimming, love coming in, fun coming 
out. Exit festival the second. 

GAVIGNANO was the scene of the third 
festival ; it is a small town, lying at the 
foot of Segni. Caper went there on 
horseback, and, after a regular break- 
neck ride down the mountain, the path 
winding round like a string on an ap- 
ple, arrived there in time to escape a 
pouring rain, and find himself in a large 
hall with three beautiful sisters, the 
Roses of Montelanico, numerous conta- 
dini friends, and the wine bottles going 
round in a very lively and exhilarat- 
ing manner. The rain ceasing, Caper 
walked out to see the town, when his 
arm was suddenly seized, and, turning 
round, who should it be but Pepe the 
rash, Pepe the personification of Figaro : 
a character impossible for northern peo- 
ple to place outside of a madhouse, yet 
daily to be found in southern Europe. 
Rash, headstrong, full of deviltry, splen- 
did appetite, and not much conscience 
—volatile, mocking, irrepressible. 

Pepe seized Caper by the arm with a 
loud laugh, and, only saying, ‘ Zoviva, 
Signor’ Giacomo, come along !’ without 
giving him breathing time, rushed him 
up narrow streets, down dirty alleys, 
through a crowd of mules, mud, and 
mankind, until they both caught a 
glimpse of a small church with green ® 
garlands over the door. Hauling Caper 
inside, he dragged him through a long ~ 
aisle crowded with kneeling worship- 
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pers, smashed him down on a bench in 
front of the main altar, tearing half a 
yard of crimson damask and nearly up- 
setting the priest officiating ; and then, 
while Caper (red in the face, and totally 
unfit to hear the fine chorus of voices, 
among which Mustafa’s, the soprano, 
came ringing out) was composing him- 
self to listen, Pepe grabbed him with a 

*Music’s over; andiamo (let’s go). 
Did you hear Mustafa? Bella voce, tra- 
la-leeeee! Mustafa’s a contadino; I 
know his pa and ma; they changed him 
when only five years old. Thought he 
was a Turk, didn’t you? He sings in 
the Sistine chapel. Pretty man, fat; 
positively not a sign of a beard.’ 

Struggling to escape, Caper .was 
rushed out of church, and into a caffe 
to have a tumblerful of boiling coffee 
poured down his throat, and again be 
expressed up hill at a break-neck rate, 
catching sights of tumble-down old 
houses, mud, water, flowers, peasants, 
costumes, donkeys, until he was landed 
in the Gran’ Piazza. Whew! 

* Must see the hall where the concert 
is to-night. Beautiful girl, dellisima, 
pfisp! (imitating kiss) girl from Rome; 
sings three pieces, Ernani,- Norma, 
prisp! Come along!’ 

Smack, bang! into the hall, where 
the silence and presence of a select 
few, including Monsignore and the 
Governatore in council assembled, 
commanded silence: Pepe wouldn’t 
hear of it anywheres, so again they 
were in the open air; the band was 
playing good music im the square, the 
tombola was about to commence, and 
contadini were busy with pencils and 
tickets, ready to win the eighty scudi 
put up. 

Tombola commenced, and Pepe at 

_once supervised all the tickets within 
reach. ‘Brayo, twenty-seven! you've 
got it, Tonio; scratch it, my lamb.— 
You haven't, Santi, poverino mio.—It’s 
non ¢’é, Angeluccio.—Ah, Bruno, always 
lucky.—Fifty-four, Santa Maria, who 
would have thought it ?—Oaro Bernar- 
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do, only one more number to win the 
terno!’ 

Somebody won the tombola at last, 
and Pepe told Caper he should wait for 
the fireworks and the concert. ‘ Beau- 
tiful girl, ah, della, sings three pieces ;’ 
here he burst out with that song 

‘ Ninella mia di zucchero, 

Prende ’sto core, ed abbraccialo :’ 
not waiting for the end of which, 
Caper interrupted him by saying that 
he should not wait for the evening, as 
he intended returning to Segni at 
once, 

‘Will you?’ asked Pepe. ‘ Oh, dra- 
vo! good idea. Concert room will be 
crowded to suffocation; get hot, per- 
spire, catch cold. Fireworks nothing. 
Tll go with you; great fools to wait. 
Here is a wine-shop ; let us refresh !’ 

In they went, and finished a quart, 
after which Pepe proposed visiting 
another wine-shop, where they had some 
frascati, good and sweet. So he hur- 
ried Caper along so fast through mud 
and narrow streets,all the way down 
hill, that his feet could not begin to hold 
on the slippery stones, and both went 
ahead on the plan of not being able to 
stop; at last they reached a landing 
place, where the wine was sold; hast- 
ening in, they nearly fell over a tall, 
splendid-looking girl, who was standing 
in the hall. 

'* Tddio ! it’s my cara Giulia, lovely as 
ever, Come with us and finish a bot- 
tle; this is our friend Giacomo, Ameri- 
cano, brave youth, allegro !/* 

‘It pleases me well to make the ac- 
quaintance of the Signor; I have often 
seen kim in Segni—’ 

‘ And now you'll fall in love with him, 

* E tu non pienz’ a mi,’’ 
sang Pepe. ‘This comes of my headlong 
hurry introducing pretty girls to inter- 
esting strangers. Ah, della Giulia!’ 

‘ Zitto! Pepe, and pour me out a 
glass of wine.’ 

Pepe poured out the wine, one glass 
after another. Suddenly springing 
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from his seat, he said,‘ Wait here a 
minute. I see Gaetano: will be back 
again prestissimo !’ 

He went, and Caper and Giulia were 
left seated, talking merrily over the 
wine. There were stars shining when 
Giulia bid good night to Caper, yet 
Pepe did not return; he had seized 
some new idea, may-be the pretty 
Roman who sang at the concert. Then 
Caper saddled his horse and rode out 
into the night—glad that he had met 
black-eyed Giulia. 

The night-rides up the mountain ! 
Here’s romance, real and beautiful. Are 
you not treading an old Roman road, 
over which the legions have marched 
to victory, war chariots rattied? Up 
the mountains, on the old road once 
leading over the mountains to Terraci- 
na, the Tarracina of the Romans, who 
made it one of their naval stations ; up 
that road you go, trusting solely to your 
horse, one slip of whose foot would send 
you into eternity via a ravine some hun- 
dred feet sheer down. Here, bright 
light from a casina where the contadini 
are loading mules with grapes to be 
pressed in the city up there near the 
stars! High above you, nothing but a 
wall of black rock, up, up, so high! 
Stars gleaming down, the comet tailing 
from side to side of the ravine, while 
the path in the ragged, jagged, storm- 
gullied rock is so dark you see noth- 
ing: your horse stops, his hind feet 
slip—no ! he clings, his hoofs are plant- 
ed firm; up he goes, and there, in the 
hands of Providence, you are tossed and 
pitched, as he winds up and plunges 
down. The merry ringing, jingling 
bells of mules ahead, and the voices of 
their drivers: turn a corner, and the 
bright light of torches flashes in your 
eyes. Look again and earnestly at the 
beautiful scene: mules, drivers, black 
rocks, olive trees above, all flamboyant 
in the ruddy light, appearing and dis- 
appearing; a weird, wild scene. Up, 
up, long is the way ; past the fountain 
where the stars are flashing in the 


splashing waters; past gardens; past 
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the mountain path at last. Zeco, the 
inn of Gaetano. 

Awacent held its festival in honor of 
San Magno (Prottetore della Citta) on the 
19th day of August. Gaetano, the land- 
lord, invited Caper to attend it, putting 
his famous white horse at the disposal 
of the artist, accompanying him on a 
small bay beast that was extremely fond 
of showing his heels to the surround- 
ing objects. Leaving Segni about ten 
o'clock in the morning, they had hard- 
ly reached a bridle path down the 
mountain, nothing more in fact than a 
gully, when they were joined by a 
cavalcade of four other Segnians. One 
of them, the ‘ funny fellow’ of the par- 
ty, was mounted on a very meek-look- 
ing donkey, and enlivened the hot ride 
across the valley of the Sacco by spas- 
modic attempts to lead the cavalcade 
and come in ahead of the others. He 
had a lively time as they approached 
the city, and a joke with every foot 
passenger on the way; but Gaetano, 
whose reserve was one of his strong 
points, and who was anxious to enter 
Anagni under favorable auspices, gave 
the word to Caper, and in a few minutes 
they left cavalcade and donkey-rider 
far behind. 

Anagni, the ancient Anagnia, was 
the capital of the Hernici. The favor- 
ite residence, in the middle ages, of 
several of the popes, it still shows in 
its buildings marks of the wealth it 
once enjoyed. Having stabled their 
horses with a friend of Gaetano’s, who 
insisted on their finishing the best part 
of a bottiglia of red wine with him, the 
artist, under the landlord’s guidance, 
set out to see the town. They climbed 
up street to the cathedral, a fine old 
pile trembling with music and filled 
with worshippers, paintings of saints in 
extremis, flowers, wax candles, votary 
offerings, and heat; then coming out, 
and feeling wolfish, looked round for 
a place where they could find dinner! 
Here it was! a scene that would have 
cheered Teniers: a very large room, its 
walls brown with smoke ; long wooden 
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tables, destitute of cloth, but crowded 
with country people eating, drinking, 
talking, enjoying themselves to the ut- 
most extent. Forks were invisible, but 
every man had his own knife, and 
Caper, similarly provided, whipped out 
his long pocket-weapon and commenced 
an attack on roast lamb and bread, as 
if time were indeed precious. Wine 
was provided at Fair price; and, with 
fruit, he managed to cry at last, ‘ Hold, 
enough !’ 

Gaetano, having a message for a 
young priest in the seminary there, 
asked Caper how he would like to see 
the interior of the building, and the 
way the prete lived? Caper assenting, 
they entered a fine large establishment 
with broad walls and high ceilings, and 
mounting to the second story and 
knocking at the door of a chamber, 
they were admitted by a tall, thin, sal- 
low young man, about eighteen years 
old, evidently the worse for want of 
exercise, and none the stronger minded 
for his narrow course of education and 
instruction. 

Gaetano introduced Caper to the 
young priest, and the artist, who, a mo- 
ment before entering the room, was as 
lively as the Infant Bacchus, at once be- 
came melancholy as the Infant Samuel, 
and a feeling of such pity seized him, 
that, endeavoring not to show it, he 
turned it to a sentiment of interest in 
the young priest and his surroundings, 
admiring the beautiful view from the 
window, and, turning inward to a poor 
wreath of paper flowers hanging over a 
holy-water fount attached to the wall, 
praised their resemblance to natural 
flowers. (Was that untruth unfor- 
given ?) 

‘I made them,’ said the young priest ; 
‘but they are nothing to the ones I 
have made for our church in Montelani- 
co. I will show those to you.’ Open- 
ing a large paper box, he showed Caper 
wreaths and festoons of paper flowers. 
‘I have spent weeks on weeks over 
them,’ he continued, ‘and they will 
decorate the church at the next festa. 
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I spend all my leisure hours making 
artificial flowers.’ 

In answer to a question from Caper 
if the dress he then wore was the usual 
one worn by the seminarists en impor- 
tant occasions, the young priest an- 
swered him that it was not, and at- 
once produced the full dress, putting 
on the upper garment, a species of cas- 
sock, in order to show him how it 
looked. He next called his attention 
to a curious old work, full of engray- 
ings illustrating the different costumes 
of the different orders of priests, and 
was in full course to describe them all, 
when Gaetano told him that he was 
sorry, but that he had to go, as he had 
some matters to attend to at the fair. 
So Caper bid the young priest good- 
by, saying he regretted that he had 
not time to further study the ecclesias- 
tical costumes. A feeling of relief seized 
him when he was once more in the 
open air—thoughts of gunning, fish- 
ing, boating, horse riding, foot racing, 
fighting, anything, so long as it was 
not the making paper flowers by 


-that poor, pale-faced boy: it was ter- 


rible ! 

There are several resident families in 
Anagni having titles; these are known 
as the stelle d’ Anagni (stars of Anagni), 
and number among the ladies many 
beautiful faces, if those pointed out to 
him were the true stars. But it was, 
while smoking a cigar over a cup of 
coffee, that he saw enter the café with- 
out exception one of the loveliest and 
most attractive women he met in Italy. 
The word simpatica, so often used by 
Italians, expressing, as it does, so much 
in so short a space, exactly applied to 
the charming woman who passed him, 
as she entered the room where he was 
seated. She was accompanied by sev- 
eral gentlemen, one of whom, on whose 
arm she leaned, having the most char- 
acter of all the others in his face, and 
the finest-looking man in figure and 
carriage, Caper selected as her husband 
—and he was right. 

Gaetano, having finished his busi- 
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ness, soon entered the café in compa- 
ny with a dashing, handsome-looking 
man, in half ecclesiastical costume ; for 
though he wore a shovel hat and long- 
tailed black frock coat, yet his other 
clothes, though black, had the air of 
* being made by an @ la mode tailor. 
His manner was cordial, frank, hearty. 
He proposed a walk around the town, 
to see what was going on among the 
villani. Caper calling his attention to 
the lady mentioned above, the eccle- 
siastic, making his excuses for his sud- 
den leave, at once hurried over to sa- 
lute her, and was evidently very cor- 
dially received. He returned in a few 
minutes to Caper. 

‘It is the Principessa ——, and she 
insists on having an introduction to 
the American. She is making the ville- 
giatura among these mountain towns 
fora frolic. She will be in Segni, with 
her husband, the Signor ——, and it 
will be pleasant for you to know them 
while there.’ 

‘Introduce me by all means. She is 
the most beautiful woman I have seen 
in Italy.’ 

The introduction was made, and our 
artist himself in conversing 
intelligibly, much to the delight of the 
fair Italian and her friends, who de- 
clared they were prepared to converse 
with him solely by signs. Promising 
that when they came to Segni he 
should not fail to call upon them, and 
give them a long account of the savage 
life he lived among his Indian brethren 
in America, he laughingly bid them 
good day. 

The dashing priest now went with 
Caper and Gaetano through the crowd- 
ed streets, pointing out objects of in- 
terest, architectural and human; past 
booths where all kinds of merchandise 
was exposed for sale, out to see the 
ancient massive walls of travertine, 
where divers stunning objects were 
carved, inscriptions, &c. Then they 
found a wine shop, wnere it was cool 
and tolerably quiet, and smoked and 
drank until sunset, having much 
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sport conversing with the amiable ail- 
lane, who were as comfortably tipsy as 
their circumstances would permit. At 
sunset, the Piazza Grande was brilliant 
with hangings, crimson and gold, and 
colored tapestry hung from the win- 
dows of the surrounding houses. Here 
the tombola was held, and here the 
crowd was excited as usual; the lucky 
ones bearing off the prizes were in such 
rapturous state of bliss—‘one might 
have stuck pins into them without their 
feeling it.’ 

About sunset, Gaetano and Caper 
saddled their horses, and left the city, 
striking over the valley to Segni, pass- 
ing on the road country people mount- 
ed on donkeys, or travelling along on 
foot, nine tenths of whom were vigor- 
ously, canvassing—the life of Saint 
Magno ?—no, indeed, but the chances 
of the lottery ! 

There was to have been the next day, 
at Anagni, a curious chase of buffaloes, 
in accordance with some passage in the 
life of San Magno, as the people said ; 
but, according to Rocjean, more prob- 
ably some neglected ceremony of the 
ancient heathens, which the party in 
power, finding they could not abolish, 
gracefully tacked on to the back of the 
protector of the city. These kind of 
things are done to an alarming extent 
around Rome; and the Sieur de Roc- 
jean, when he lost his calendar con- 
taining the dates of all the festivals, 
said it was of no importance—he had 
an excellent Lempriere ! 

The fifth festival—if you have: pa- 
tience to read about’ it—was held at 
GeENAzzANo, and was decidedly the 
most celebrated one of the season. It 
came off on the 8th of September, and 
for costumes, picturesqueness, and gen- 
eral effect, might have been called, to 
copy from piano literature, Le Songe 
dun Artiste. P 

The town itself looks as if it had just 
been kicked out of a theatre. Round 
towers at entrance gate, streets narrow 
and all up hill, the tiles on the houses 
running down to see what is going on 
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in the gutter, quaint old houses, gray 
with time, with latticed windows, 
queer old doors, a grand old castle in 
ruins. It is one of the scenes you long 
so much to see before you come 
abroad, and which you so seldom find 
along the Grande Route. Spend a 
summer in the mountain towns of Italy! 
among the Volscian mountains or hills 
—and have your eyes opened. 

As Caper entered the gate, the first 
objects meeting his sight were: a pro- 
cession of genuine pilgrims, dressed 
precisely as you see them in Robert le 
Diable, or Linda di Chamouni, or on 
the stage generally—long gray robes 
down to their feet, cocked hats with 
cockle shells, long wands; some bare- 
foot, some with sandals: on they 
passed, singing religious songs. Then 
came the peasantry, all in perfect the- 
atrical harmony, costumes rigidly cor- 
rect @ la Sonnambula. German artists 
dressed in Sunday clothes @ la Der 
Freyschutz, A café with festoons of 
lemon-peel hung from window to win- 
dow—they are not up to this idea in 
Fra Diavolo. Pretty girls in latticed 
windows, with red boddices, white 
sleeves, flowers in their hair—legitimate 
Italian drama, Crockery-ware in piles 
—low comedy. A man with a table, 
Sambuca and Acqua-vita bottles on it, 
and wee glasses, one cent a drink: 
melodrama, Fresh oranges and figs, 
pumpkin-seed and pine cones ; a house 
with mushrooms strung on thread, 
hanging from window to window—this 
was not for festival display, but is the 
common way of the country. Notices 
of the festa, containing programme of 
the day, including amusements, eccle- 
siastical and secular, hung up along- 
side the stands where they were selling 
lottery tickets—tragedy. Fountains, 
with groups of peasantry drinking, or 
watering horses and donkeys—panto- 
mime. Priests, in crow-black raiment, 
and canal-boat or shovel hats —mystery. 
Strangers from Rome, in the negro-min- 
strel style of costume, if young men; 
or in the rotund-paunch and black- 
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raiment dress, if elderly men ; or in the 
chiffonée style, if Roman women at- 
tempting the last Parisian fashion— 
Saree, 

Here are the booths with rosaries, 
crucifixes, Virgin Mary’s holy-water 
holders, medals of Pio Nono, or jewel- 
ry ; gold crescent earrings, spadine (long 
silver hair pins); silver hearts, legs, 
arms, for votive offerings, and crosses 
without number. 

Caper entered the church; it was 
filled, and stifling with heat and 
frankincense, and contadini, and wax 
lights burning before the shrine, on 
which the sun shone, There were 
beautiful faces among the pajine (people 
in fine raiment), showing what can be 
made from the contadine (people in 
coarse clothes) by not overworking 
them. 

Once more our artist was in the pure 
air, and, walking up the main street, 
came to a house with a beautifully 
carved stone window, half Byzantine, 
half Gothic, while a house on the op- 
posite side of the street boasted of two 
other windows finely carved. While 
looking at them, Caper was hailed by 
name, and a stout, fresh-colored English 
artist, named Wardor, whom he had 
known in Rome, came over and wel- 
comed him to Genazzano, Wardor, it 
turned out, was spending the summer 
there, as he had done the year before ; 
consequently, there was not a nook or 
corner in the old town he did not 
know; and if he had not been so lazy, 
he could have filled his sketch book 
with a hundred picturesque studies, 
But no; with the keenest appreciation 
of every bit of color, every graceful 
pose of a human figure, every beautiful 
face, every fine effect of light or shad- 
ow—he made no sign. His legitimate 
function was friendly guide to the 
stranger, and in this office he carried 
Caper all over the old castle, out to the 
long shady walk on the esplanade be- — 
hind it, pointed out beautiful views 
over the valley ; finally, showing Caper 
his studio, which, as it was a large 








room, and his padrona could impose on 
his good nature, was fairly glittering 
with copper pans, hung on the walls 
when not in use in the kitchen. On an 
easel was a painting, to be called The 
King of the Campagna; all that was ap- 
parent was the head and horns of the 
king. Wardor had thus actually spent 
three months painting on a space not 
so large as your fist, while the canvas 
was at least three feet by two feet and 
ahalf. But the king, a buffalo, would 
be a regal figure, for the head was life 
itself. 

Caper proposed finishing a bottle of 
wine with Wardor, in honor of the 
day ; so the latter piloted him up street 
and then down a flight of steps to a 
quiet wine-shop, where, sitting on a 
shady terrace, they could calmly enjoy 
the lovely landscape spread below 
them, and look over the town, over the 
valley, to far-away Segni high up in 
the Volscians. The landlord’s wife, a 
buxom, comely woman, in full holiday 
costume, brought them a flask of cool 
wine and glasses, presenting them at 
the same time with a couple of very 
large sweet apples, the largest of which 
was thirteen inches in circumference 
by actual measurement. So you see 
they have apples as well as oranges in 
Italy ; only, apples are practical, so they 
are generally omitted in the poetical 
descriptions of the blue-skyed land. 

Caper and Wardor dined together 
in a very crowded inn, where the mac- 
caroni must have been cooked by the 
ton, to judge of the sized dish the two 
artists were presented with—and which 
they finished! Chickens, lamb chops, 
salad, and two flasks of wine at last sat- 
isfied them. When they left the table, 
Wardor proposed their calling on a 
Roman family, who were spending the 
summer in the town. They found the 
house they occupied crowded with 
guests, who, having finished dinner, 
_ Were busily employed dancing to the 
music of two guitars and a flute; that 
is, the younger part of them, while the 
elders applauded vociferously, entering 





Maccaroni and Canvas. 


into the amusement with a reckless 
spirit of fun and good nature, which 
people who have to keep shady nine 
tenths of the year for fear of their ru- 
lers, are very apt to indulge in the re- 
maining tenth. 

Elisa, the daughter of the Roman 
family, received Caper with hearty 
welcome, chiding him for having been 
all summer at Segni, and yet not com- 
ing near them, and entreating him to 
come to Genazzano and make them a 
long visit. She introduced him at 
once to her affianced husband, a hand- 
some young doctor of the town, a man 
of sterling ability and sound common 
sense, who very soon made Caper at 
home, insisted on his dancing the Ta- 
rantella and Saltarella Napolitana with 
a lively, lithe young lady, who cut our 
artist’s heart to fiddlestrings before 
they had danced five minutes together 
a polka—for let the truth be told, Ca- 
per never could dance the Tarantella. 

Wardor, in the meantime, had been 
led off in triumph to a side-table, and 
was making a very hearty second din- 
ner; he not having force of mind 
enough to do like Caper and refuse a 
good offer! Caper had to drink a few 
tumblers (not wine-glasses) of wine, and 
found it beneficial in dancing. It may 
be as well to repeat here, in order to 
calm all apprehensions of our artist 
being a hard drinker, that all these 
wines around Rome, with few excep- 
tions, are little stronger than mild 
sweet cider, and that satiety will gen- 
erally arrive before inebriety. Ask 
any sober and rigorously correct tray- 
eller, who has ever been there, if this 
is not so. If he speaks from experience, 
he will say: ‘ Certainly !’ ‘ Of course!’ 
‘To be sure!’ And again : ‘ Why not?’ 

It is not asserted here that the Ro- 
mans of the city or surrounding coun- 
try never get tipsy ; but that it is only 
occasionally they have change enough 
to do so; consequently, a beautiful 
state of sobriety is observed by those 
travellers who—never observe anything. 
The moon was shining over the old 
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gate-towers of Genazzano when Caper 
mounted his horse, and, in company 
with two Segnians, rode forth from the 
fifth festa, and over the hills through 
Cavi, and over the valley past Valmon- 
tone, and then up the steep road to his 
summer home; wondering if in far- 
away America they were dreaming of a 
man who was going through a course 
of weekly Fourth-of-July’s, and how 
long it would be before the world 
came to an end re 
existed in any country where people 
had liberty to study geography, and 
were ruled by politicians instead of 
priests ? 


‘May I ask your candid opinion of 
the great moral effect of so many holi- 


days on an uneducated population?’ 
inquired Caper one day of Rocjean, 
while speaking of the festivals of the 
Papal States. 

‘Certainly you may! My opinion is 
that the head of the state, carrying 
out the gigantic policy of his predeces- 
sors, believes: ‘ That that. government 
governs best that gives the greatest 
amount of fiddling to the greatest 
amount of its children.’’ 

‘But,’ objected Caper, ‘I don’t see 
where the fiddling comes in.’ 

‘In the churches!’ sententiously re- 
marked the Sieur de Rocjean. 

‘Oh,’ quoth ge ‘I was thinking 
of festivals.’ 

Rata de ge think likewise, when 
you are with the Romans. 





THOUGHT. 


Lire is but an outer wall 

Round the realm of thought unseen ; 
Ah! to let the drawbridge fall 
Leading to that magic hall ! 

Ah! to let creation in. 


Kings that with the world contended, 
What remains of all the splendid 

Misery their hands have wrought ? 
Hushed and silent now the thunder 
They have made the world rock under; 
But the ages bow in wonder 


To a thought. 


Ah! the many tragic parts 

That are played by human hearts 
In that golden drama, fame. 

These are minor actors truly, 

That should not be seen unduly, 

Letting idle recollection 

Trifle with the play’s perfection, 

Letting an unwritten anguish 

Make the brilliant pageant languish. 
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Alas for every hero’s story, 
That the woes which chiefly make it 
Must surge from the heart, or break it, 
And show the stuff that fashions glory. 


Pyramids and templed wonders 
At the best are wise men’s blunders ; 
The subtle spell of thought and fancy, 
It is Nature’s necromancy. 
In that land where all things real 
Blossom into the ideal, 
In that realm of hidden powers 
Moving this gross world of ours, 
He that would inherit fame, 
Let him on the magic wall 
Of some bright, ideal hall 
Write his name ; 
He and glory then shall be 
Comrades through eternity. 





While the deeds of mighty kings 
Sleep the sleep of meaner things, 
Thoughts enclosed in words of granite 
Revolutionize our planet. 

And, itself a new creation, 
Many an enchanted tune, 
As of nightingale’s in June, 

Comes floating down in long vibration, 
To the chorus of the hours 
Lending its harmonial powers, 
Or through Time’s resounding arches 
Playing Nature’s solemn marches, 
To whose beat the marshalled nations 
Pass in steady generations. 


But deem not the thoughts unspoken, 
Silent despots of the brain, 
Build their airy halls in vain, 
Die and leave behind no token. 
As the stars upon the ether 
Play their golden monody, 
Flashing on dusk-featured night 
-The soft miracle of light ; 
So upon a finer ether, 
A spiritual emanation 
From the whole mind of creation, 
Plays the brain incessantly ; 
And each thought is a vibration, 
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Running like a poet’s rhyme 
Down the endless chords of time, 
And on each responsive brain 
Dropping in a silver rain 

Of divinest inspiration. 


When the whirlwind rush of war 
Passes, and is heard no more, 

Voices crushed beneath its din 

Rise and their long reign begin ; 
Thoughts like burning arrows hurled 
At the tyrants of the world, 
Thoughts that rend like battle axes 
Till wrong’s giant hand relaxes, 

Thoughts that open prison gates 
And strike the chains from prostrate limb, 

That turn the current of the fates, 
Like God’s commissioned cherubim 
With divine authority 
To proclaim creation free, 

And plant in human hearts the seeds 
That shall grow to noble deeds. 

Ha! when genius climbs the throne 
Sacred to oppression grown, 

And from his seat plucks tyranny ; 
When, with thoughts that pierce like flame, 
Songs, and every word a fame, 

She crowns imperial Liberty, 

Then shall the usurper, glory, 
End his foul and brutal story, 
And manhood evermore shall be 
A synonym of liberty. 





‘IT STILL MOVES.’ 


Ir still goes on. The driving rain 

May chill, but light will gleam again. 
It still goes on.. Truth’s enemy 

Wins a defeat with victory. 

It still goes on. Cold winter’s snow 
Comes that the grass may greener grow ; 
And Freedom’s sun, whate’er befall, 
Shines warm and bright behind it all. 











THE CONSEQUENCES 


Amone all the subjects of human 
cognizance, the least understood, and 
therefore the most difficult of antici- 
pation, are those which concern the 
acts of men, as individuals or in soci- 
ety. Presumptuous, indeed, would be 
that man who should undertake to 
foretell the exact results of pending 
political or military operations, com- 
plicated as they must be by innumer- 
able unknown and undiscoverable con- 
tingencies, which lie hidden in the 
circumstances of the actual situation. 
The difficulty of this investigation does 
not arise, however, from the absence of 
fixed laws controlling such events, but 
solely from our ignorance of those laws, 
and the extreme complexity of the con- 
ditions in which they act. The issue 
of existing causes is as certain at this 
moment, as it will be after it shall have 
become unalterable in history. No ac- 
cident can disturb or thwart it; for, in 
truth, there can be no such thing as 
accident, except in our imaginations, 
and by reason of our incapacity to 
trace the continuous thread of inevi- 
table sequence, or causation, which con- 
nects together all events whatever, in 
their inception, through their continu- 
ance, and to their end. All enlight- 
ened thinkers of the present age have 
recognized this great truth; and yet 
nong have been able to apply to social 
and political affairs the sole admitted 
test of genuine philosophy, the predic- 
tion of future results from known an- 
tecedents. Indeed, the wisest and most 
competent of political observers have 
always been the most cautious in their 
indulgence of the prophetic spirit, and 
the most reacy to acknowledge their 
ignorance of what the future will bring 
forth in the great field of political and 
social affairs. Gasparin, in his late ad- 
mirable book, ‘ America before Europe’ 
(according to his American translator), 
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OF THE REBELLION. 


has this very modest passage on this 
subject : 

‘Not feeling any vocation for the character 
of prophet, I shall take care not to recount 
here, in advance, events that are about to 
happen. I marvel at people who are so sure 
of their facts. The future has not the least 
obscurity for them; it has much for me. I 
confine myself to protesting against the posi- 
tive assertions which have contributed but 
too greatly to mislead the opinion of Europe. 
My humble theory is this: the defeat of the 
South is probable; the return of the con- 
quered South to the Union is possible.’ 


But while ‘ political or military vati- 
cination’ is proverbially unsafe, and 
therefore to be carefully avoided by all 
judicious inquirers, and especially by 
practical statesmen, it must at the same 
time be admitted that some of the gen- 
eral laws controlling such events are 
well understood ; and whenever all the 
facts of a case are known and appre- 
ciated, and the laws applicable fully 
comprehended, then it is possible to 
anticipate the results of that particular 
combination with absolute certainty. 
Other causes may interfere, and modify 
these results—may accelerate or post- 
pone them, or entirely absorb and con- 
ceal them in the general issue of com- 
plicated affairs. Yet the particular 
results themselves are not, and cannot 
be defeated os annulled. They are 
merely transformed by a sort of ‘com- 
position and resolution’ of social and 
political causes, exactly similar to |*.at 
which takes place in mechanics, when 
two or more forces not concurrent in 
direction, impel a body in a line alto- 
gether different from that in which 
either of the forces may have acted. 
Every physical impulse, it is said, 
which is initiated anywhere on the 
earth, is felt to the extremities of our 
solar system—every motion of the small- 
est particle of matter communicating 
its effect, however inappreciable, to the 
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most distant planet, and as far beyond 
as the power of gravitation may ex- 
tend. It is precisely so with all social 
events, even those of the most insignifi- 
cant character. Evefy one of them has 
its appropriate influence, which is in- 
destructible ; and they all combine to 
make up the great whole of human 
action, the results of which at any spe- 
cific period are only the necessary and 
inevitable consequences of all antece- 
dent facts. 

It was the opinion of that most accom- 
plished political philosopher, Burke, 
that ‘ politics ought to be adjusted not 
to human reasonings, but to human 
nature, of which reason is but a part, 
and by no means the greatest part,’— 
the meaning of which is, simply, that 
the reasonings do not comprehend, as 
premises, all the complicated facts which 
enter into any important political prob- 
lem, and hence the conclusion in such 
cases cannot be absolutely certain, and 
ought not to be implicitly received. It 
would be extremely difficult to explain 
how politics could be adjusted to hu- 
man nature without the exercise of rea- 
son, which alone can regulate the pro- 
cess of adjustment. But we may cer- 
tainly claim that, in the lapse of nearly 
a century since Burke wrote, the reason 
has been considerably enlightened, and 
something more has been learned of 
human nature itself, its apparently ca- 
pricious and irregular phenomena hay- 
ing been ascertained to be the subjects 
of systematic order, as complete as that 
which prevails in all other departments 
of nature. The laws of social exist- 
ence and development have been to 
some extent discovered, and recognized 
as being uniform in their operation, so 
that the natural and necessary course 
of human events may be anticipated, 
though as yet in a dim and imperfect 
way. The present age is fruitful of 
many wonders; but the greatest of 
them all is this important truth, which 
has just begun fairly to dawn upon 
mankind. It is already so firmly estab- 
lished, that no intelligent man who is 
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fully up with the knowledge of his 
epoch, can admit the least doubt that 
all events, however complicated, wheth- 
er social, political, military, or of any 
other kind, are controlled by general 
laws, as uniform and certain in their 
operation as the laws of astronomy, of 
physics, or of chemistry. The com- 
plexity of conditions under which they 
operate, makes these laws’ extremely 
difficult of discovery and of applica- 
tion. But the infinite combinations of 
influences which press on the minds of 
individual members of society, and 
make the acts of each one of them ap- 
parently uncertain and arbitrary, ex- 
hibit a truly wonderful degree of uni- 
formity, when considered in their oper- 
ation on the whole mass of a nation. 
It is by the investigation of these wide 
and general effects, that the great laws 
of human action and development are 
ascertained. Their actual existence is 
absolutely certain. But after all, in 
the present state of our knowledge, with 
all the light afforded by such history as 
we have of the. past, and with all the 
experience of the present generation, 
the sum and substance of what we can 
claim is no more than this: that some 
influences of a social and political na- 
ture may be traced to their certain 
results, though, from the intricacy of 
all social facts, their vast extent in a 
great nation, and especially when inter- 
national interests are concerned, and 
from our necessarily imperfect acquaint- 
ance with all these varied, multiplex, 
and powerful conditions, we cannot 
always foresee what conflicting causes 
will intervene to counteract, modify, 
and control the actual issue. It is there- 
fore only in the most general way that 
anything can be said with reference to 
the future in social or political affairs, 
In two former articles contributed to 
Tue ConTINENTAL, we have endeavored 
to point out ‘the causes of the rebel- 
lion,’ finding them in events and con- 
ditions contemporaneous with the birth 
of our institutions, and in the necessary 
antagonism of social and political prin- 
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ciples naturally developed in the pro- 
gress of our country, and embodied in 
appropriate but conflicting forms. If 
we have been successful in designating 
the real causes, and tracing their opera- 
tion through successive stages, down to 
the tremendous and calamitous events 
of the present day, we may hepe to 
follow these causes, to some extent, in 
their further development, and in their 
necessary action on the destiny of the 
nation. We can at least mark the 
direction of the stream of affairs as it 
rolls grandly before us; and while we 
may not know precisely through what 
regions it will take its course, or by 
what rapids and over what cataracts it 
will be hurried and precipitated with 
furious and destructive force, we can 
nevertheless pronounce with confidence 
that it will finally make its way, in 
spite of all obstructions, to the broad 
and peaceful ocean of amelioration, 
into which all the currents of human 
action, however turbid, and filled with 
wrecks of human work and genius, 
eventually pour their inevitable tribute. 
We can even look through the mists of 
time which limit mortal vision, and 
catch some glimpses of the bloody cur- 
rent, observing where it disappears in 
gloom and shadow, only to come forth 
again in the distance as a shining river, 
glistening in the sunlight of peace and 
prosperity, and bearing on its bosom 
the full-freighted ark of a mighty na- 
tion, resting from war, reunited, and 
reawakened to the animating sense of 
a glorious destiny. Though the pres- 
ent generation should be compelled to 
struggle and labor, through its whole 
term of existence, with immense sacri- 
fice and suffering, such are the elements 
involved in the contest, that nothing 
but good to the nation, which is surely 
destined to survive, can come out of it 
in the end. 

The whole history of our country, its 
origin, the peculiar organization of our 
institutions, and their gradual growth 
and development down to the present 
day, seem to have been arranged and 
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ordered for the very purpose of engen- 
dering this contest between slavery and 


freedom. If this statement be too 
strong, we may at least assert that no 
better conditions for that purpose could 
have been devised, by human wisdom 
at all events, than those which existed 
at every stage of our progress, from the 
beginning of our existence as a people, 
to the culmination of this long-smoul- 
dering strife. The germs of freedom 
and slavery, which we know were 
planted in the infancy of our republic, 
found in the circumstances surrounding 
them the most favorable conditions for 
their respective growth and expansion, 
Each found ample opportunity to flour- 
ish according to its nature and necessi- 
ties, modified, it may be, but not de- 
stroyed, by the unfavorable institutions 
which coexisted with it. The organi- 
zation of separate colonies, and after- 
ward of separate States, measurably 
independent, afforded these two irre- 
concilable systems full opportunity for 
complete development, and rendered it 
possible for them to maintain, each, a 
distinct existence in different localities, 
and to unfold their respective natures 
and tendencies, with comparatively 
little interference of the one with the 
other. Thus slavery soon became ex- 
tinct in Massachusetts, and died out 
rather more slowly in the other Free 
States of the original thirteen. It 
flourished in Maryland and Virginia, 
and later, from peculiar circumstances, 
it grew rank, with unexampled fecun- 
dity, in the Carolinas and Georgia. 
Had the Government of the United 
States been consolidated, the conditions 
of slavery and free labor would have 
been wholly different ; and it is reason- 
able to infer that the course of develop- 
ment of the respective systems would 
have been materially modified, if not 
altogether changed. We may pro- 
nounce with certainty that the institu- 
tion would not have become extinct’ in 
the whole country as soon as it did in 
Massachusetts, or, indeed, in any one 
of the present Free States ; but we can- 
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not assert that the converse of this 
proposition would have been true, and 
that the Government, as a centralized 
power, would have abolished slavery 
more certainly, and sooner, than the 
most backward of the separate States 
may now be expected to do, under the 
complex forms of our present Constitu- 
tion. In a consolidated government, 
the power of the majority would have 
been competent to effect fundamental 
and universal changes, even to the ex- 
tent of abolishing slavery; but with- 
out the existence of separate States, 
with their independent local legislation 
and administrations, the gradual under- 
mining and destruction of the old sys- 
tem would have been a process of ex- 
treme procrastination and difficulty. 
It would have been a gigantic under- 
taking, convulsing the whole’ nation 
whenever attempted, and yet demand- 
ing the exercise of its united authority 
for its accomplishment. We should not 
have had the effective antagonism of 
the Free against the Slave States, nor 
the demonstration which results from 
the striking contrasts between the two 
systems in their effects on civilization, 
in-all its forms of intelligence, enter- 
prise, wealth, and improvement. Con- 
tiguous States, with separate jurisdic- 
tions, admitted a divergence of customs, 
laws, and institutions, remarkable in its 
character, and fraught with momentous 
consequences to the whole sisterhood. 
Nothing like this could have occurred 
under the consolidated form. It is true, 
according to the principles we have 
heretofore enounced as having been 
established by universal history and 
experience, slavery must have disap- 
peared eventually, alike in a consoli- 
dated or a federal form of government ; 
for it is now well understood ‘y all 
enlightened thinkers, that different 
forms of polity may either facilitate or 
embarrass the natural development of 
society, but cannot actually create or 
altogether destroy the tendency tc im- 
provement. This tendency is innate in 
man, and independent of all forms of 
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government, though not wholly unaf- 
fected by them. But in our vast coun- 
try, under a centralized system, how- 
ever democratic, it would have been far 
more difficult to initiate the work of 
emancipation, on account of the mag- 
nitude and unity of the power to be 
moved, and for want of those points 
@appui afforded by the local organiza- 
tion and independent authority of the 
states in a confederacy, Our own ex- 
perience, and the recent example of 
Russia, may serve to convince us that 
a consolidated representative republic 
would probably haye been less favor- 
able to the abolition of slavery than an 
imperial and despotic government. The 
serf-owners of Russia, had the question 
been submitted to them, would have 
been as little disposed to vote for the 
destruction of their system, as the 
slave-holders of America have shown 
themselves inclined to submit to the 
voice of the majority under our repub- 
lican institutions, 

Thus, it was characteristic of our 
peculiar political forms, that they gave 
opportunity for the complete trial of 
each of the two plans of social organi- 
zation which grew out of the early 
introduction of African slaves into the 
colonies. For while it seems to be 
clear that the federal system was most 


‘favorable to the disappearance of sla- 


very from those localities where cir- 
cumstances made emancipation easy 
and advantageous, it is equally plain 
that it afforded full scope to the growth 
and influence of the system of servile 
labor, wherever, from climatic condi- 
tions, it was peculiarly profitable, and 
otherwise adapted to the productions 
of the region, and to the prevailing 
sentiments of the people. The corfed- 
erated form of governrhent, therefore, 
almost of necessity originated the an- 
tagonism of Free States against Slave 
States; while, at the same time, and 
from the same cause, it enabled: the 
opposite sections to give infinitely 
greater force and effect to this antago- 
nism, than would have been possible 
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under any other constitutional condi- 
tions. Rebellion might possibly have 
been initiated within the bosom of a 
consolidated republic, and such a gov- 
ernment might well have been broken 
into two or more fragments; but this 
would have been far less likely to hap- 
pen in that case than in existing cir- 
cumstances. At all events, there would 
have been no room for the dangerous 
doctrine of secession, and that plau- 
sible pretext would have been wanting 
to the incipient rebellion ; nor would 
there have been anything equivalent to 
the State organizations which unfortu- 
nately afforded the ready means of im- 
mediate and most effective combination. 
The inestimable advantages of our com- 
plex political system in avoiding the ne- 
cessary despotism of consolidated gov- 
ernment, by establishing local legisla- 
tion and administration in a number of 
partially independent States, were in 
some measure counterbalanced by a nat- 
ural tendency to discord among the 
parts, and a capacity for independent 
action in support and perpetuation of 
dangerous divergencies of opinion and 
policy. Ifsome States could repudiate 
slave labor, and gradually build the 
fabric of their prosperity on the safer 
basis of universal education, others 
could, with equal disregard of every- 
thing but their own will and fancied 
interests, cherish and encourage the 
original system of servile subordina- 
tion and compulsory ignorance of the 
laboring class, with which all the States 
started into their career of independ- 
ence at the commencement of the 
Revolution. And, unhappily, both par- 
ties to this discordant social action 
Were unrestrained by any constitutional 
obligation, or by any common author- 
ity whatever, in the indulgence, within 
their respective limits, of mutual hatred 
and vituperation, with all those num- 
berless and exasperating injuries which 
no law can either notice or redress. 
These conflicting capabilities, with their 
attendant dangers, lurked in the body 
of our political organization from the 
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very beginning. They were born with 
it; they grew with its growth, and 
strengthened with its strength, until 
the fatal hour when rebellion under- 
took the wicked work of its destruc- 
tion. Whatever may be the actual 
issue of the struggle—whether the at- 
tempted. dismemberment shall prove a 
success or a disastrous failure—the 
effect of the civil war on the character 
of our institutions must be commensu- 
rate with the organic character of the 
causes out of which it arose. So pro- 
found a disturbance of the existing so- 
cial order, so vast an upheaval of the 
very foundations of the whole political 
fabric, must either rend it into frag- 
ments, and make necessary a complete 
reconstruction, or must cause it to settle 
down upon a basis firmer and more last- 
ing than that on which it has hitherto 
rested. We think it almost absolutely 
certain that the latter result will be 
brought out in the end. It cannot be 
possible that our system will be utterly 
destroyed; and if, against all human 
probabilities, it should be momentarily 
overthrown, it will rise again hereafter 
in greater splendor and power, by rea- 
son of the very calamity through which 
it will have passed. 

The federative system, on this conti- 
nent, will never be abandoned ; it will 
be far more likely to be extended much 
beyond its present limits, even includ- 
ing that immense territory which has 
been the theatre of its origin and glo- 
rious progress down to the present day. 
Its superiority over any system of con- 
solidated power on a large scale, is be- 
yond all doubt, inasmuch as it provides 
effectually for the perfect freedom of 
local legislation and administration, and 
for the full participation of all the parts 
in the government of the whole, as to 
those questions which concern the gen- 
eral interests. But in this very distri- 
bution of powers always consisted the 
greatest difficulty and the most threat- 
ening peril; for nothing but actual ex- 
perience, long continued, could adjust 
to each other with perfect accuracy the 
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nicely balanced parts of this compli- 
cated political machinery. The prin- 
ciple of local independence is naturally 
liable to exaggeration and abuse. The 
State authorities have ever shown a 
tendency to claim absolute sovereignty, 
and to array their will against the au- 
thority of the Federal Government. 
This troublesome question, forever re- 
curring in the important exigencies of 
our national life, has never been defi- 
nitely settled, and perhaps it could not 
be, except under the pressure of a great 
and critical emergency like the present. 
One of the most important consequences 
of the rebellion will therefore be to 
dispose of this question forever—to 
settle the boundaries of the local and 
general authorities, and to fix them per- 
manently and unalterably. This might 
possibly have been accomplished in the 
appointed way, by conventions and ex- 
planatory amendments to the Constitu- 
tion. But such proceedings would have 
been subject to all the uncertain contin- 
gencies and delays involved in partisan 
struggles and popular elections, and to 
all the imperfections of halfway meas-» 
ures and expedients of compromise, 
born amid angry ‘contentions, and bar- 
tered for by ambitious aspirants to 
place and power. By no other means 
could a complete and adequate arrange- 
ment of the difficulty be brought about 
so effectually as by the terrible lessons 
of this lamentable civil war. Nothing 
else would have been so well calculated 
to clear the eyes of the people of all 
illusions, and to give them an accurate 
insight into the character and demands 
of the crisis. Great disasters, which 
destroy the fortunes of men, and dis- 
turb the prosperity of nations, never 
fail to awaken the human soul, and 
impart to it some new and important 
truths. The sufferings and calamities 
of the war are indeed great and over- 
whelming; yet there will be some com- 
pensation for them all, in the sad expe- 
rience we shall gain, and 1n the stabil- 
ity which will result to our sorely tried 
institutions in the future. Even if, 
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against all apparent possibilities, the 
rebellious States should finally conquer 
their independence, not only the old 
Government, but even the new one 
itself, or the batch of new ones that 
will spring up, will have learned the 
most salutary lessons from the whole 
course of this sanguinary struggle. No 
sundering of such ties as have always 
heretofore existed among these States 
can ever take place peaceably. Both 
we and our enemies will have been 
taught the never-to-be-forgotten truth, 
that secession is civil war. And we 
should probably have reason thereafter 
to add to this sad lesson the still more 
solemn and portentous one, that per- 
manent separation of these States is 
nothing more nor less than perpetual 
war, with the accompaniments of large 
standing armies, vast public debts, op- 
pressive taxes, loss of liberty, and pro- 
gressive decline of civilization. This 
state of things would, however, eventu- 
ally cure itself. What is called the 
balance of power in Europe has been 
brought to its present condition of im- 
perfect stability only through centuries 
of war. What bloody commotions 
should we experience before the con- 
ditions of stable equilibrium could be 
attained by the warring States of our 
broken Union? Each petty fragment 
of the discordant mass would contain 
within itself the germs of precisely 
such a struggle as we are now passing 
through. For though the Confederate 
Government may have ostensibly recog- 
nized the actual sovereignty of the sep- 
arate States composing it, and there- 
by pretended to establish the principle 
of secession as a right, the war will not 
have reached its termination before that 
doctrine will be practically and effect- 
ually destroyed in the very contest for 
its assertion. At the moment of its 
apparent triumph, secession itself would 
expire; for so strong a government will 
be indispensable to this achievement, 
and to the maintenance of the new 
power, that the very principle which 
presided at its birth will be superseded 











and destroyed by the paramount neces- 
sities of its existence and condition. 
Any one of the deluded States which 
might in that case attempt to assert 
this right, would soon find, in renewed 
calamities, the folly and danger of the 
theory on which it is founded.. 
Nothing but the hope of foreign in- 
tervention has sustained the cause of 
the rebellion until the present time; 
and the realization of that hope can 
alone keep up its vitality, and give it 
success in the future. The disparity 
of strength and numbers in the two 
sections is decisive of the whole case, 
if they be left to conclude the fight 
themselves. The question is one of 
means and men, of resources and en- 
durance; and when we consider the 
effects of the blockade, and of the 
probable action of the slaves under the 
policy of the President, or even under 
the ordinary progress of the war, no 
great length of time can be required 
to bring the contest to an issue, even 
if the armies of the Union should not 
at once succeed in overwhelming the 
enemy and taking possession of his 
country. In spite of discouraging de- 
lays and military blunders, and of all 
the waste of life and means which have 
hitherto marked the conduct of the 
war, the great struggle is still progress- 
ing rapidly, though silently, in other 
fields than those of battle, and with 
other weapons than bayonets and artil- 
lery. The sinews of war are gradually 
becoming shrivelled in the arm of the 
rebellion. Every bale of cotton locked 
up in the ports of the South, or hidden 
in its thickets and ravines, or given to 
the flames by the ruthless hands of the 
guerillas, is so much strength withheld 
from the enemy, and, in the vast aggre- 
gate, will eventually be equivalent to the 
overthrow of his armies and the cap- 
ture of his cities. The large number 
of slaves rushing to our lines, and the 
still greater number rendered restless 
under restraint, and preparing to es- 
cape, may be expected, in another year, 
to make even his supply of bread pre- 
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carious, and still further to paralyze his 
strength and destroy his means of re- 
sistance. But in addition to these ac- 
cumulating difficulties and misfortunes, 
our armies are everywhere moving down 
upon him apparently with irresistible 
force, and threaten to anticipate the 
slower, but not less certain work of 
physical exhaustion. He is hard pressed 
in Virginia, where his pretended capi- 
tal is again menaced ; he is driven out 
of Kentucky and Missouri, and is fast 
receding before our victorious forces in 
Tennessee. We have penetrated into 
Mississippi, and await only the swell- 
ing of the waters to capture its last 
stronghold, Vicksburg, when the great 
valley from Cairo to New Orleans will 
be in our possession, and the rebel con- 
federacy will be sundered through its 
very spine. We hold important points 
on the Atlantic coast and in the Gulf, 
including the great metropolis of the 
South, New Orleans, and the whole 
coast of Texas. 

By her own energies alone, these 
losses can never be recovered by the 
South. Without aid from abroad, there 
is not the remotest possibility of pro- 
longing the contest for another year, 
much less of establishing the Confed- 
erate Government on any permanent 
basis. And even with such interfer- 
ence, supposing it to be successful, the 
career of the new power would be 
brief, and full of trouble. It would 
merely exchange its position of equal- 
ity in the old Union, for one of degrad- 
ing dependence and subserviency to 
some one of the great European Govy- 
ernments. The system of slavery could 
not be preserved. The demoralization 
has already gone too far; and no 
French sovereign or English adminis- 
tration could safely venture to interfere 
in our quarrel for the purpose of up- 
holding that institution. In the midst 
of a dissolving social organization, this 
exhausted and fragmentary American 
power, galvanized into temporary vital- 
ity by the sinister aid of foreign arms, 
would be compelled to undertake the 
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task of determining its boundaries, de- 
fending its frontiers, and reorganizing 
its chaotic society. All this would 
have to be accomplished in the pres- 
ence of a still powerful adversary, jeal- 
ous of her own rights, and ever ready 
to assert them, as opportunity would 
permit, in the face of all opposition. 
European affairs are not yet so thor- 
oughly adjusted, and the peace of that 
continent established on so firm a basis, 
that complications may not be antici- 
pated at almost any moment, which 
would at once free America from the 
disgraceful trammels of foreign inter- 
vention. It is doubtful whether such 
a movement from Europe could be suc- 
cessful, even under all the deplorable 
difficulties which now beset our coun- 
try. Let any one of those Governments 
lay its hand on the United States, and 
revolution would probably hasten to 
rear its awful head, and so arouse the 
people of the continent as to shake and 
endanger the very thrones which now 
seem to be most firmly established. 
The unfriendly blow aimed at us might 
possibly react upon its authors, and 
transfer to them the misfortunes and 
disorders which now afflict this coun- 
try. So just a retribution is not beyond 
the probabilities of the present situa- 
tion in Europe, whether intervention 
should come from the English aristoc- 
racy or from the French emperor. The 
instincts of the people, everywhere, are 
on our side; their strong arms may not 
be slow to vindicate the judgment they 
pronounce, and to follow the sentiments 
and sympathies which animate their 
generous hearts. 

But in spjte of all difficulties and 
discouragements, at home or abroad, 
we firmly believe our righteous cause 
will eventually prevail, and the Union 
be restored to even more than its for- 
mer glory. The overthrow of the power 
of the rebellion, the utter exhaustion 
of all its resources, and the frightful 
derangement of its entire social econ- 
omy, will leave the people of the South 
in a condition of helplessness which 
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will render further resistance impracti- 
cable. An immediate resumption of 
hostilities will be effectually prevented 
by the military force which will neces- 
sarily be maintained for some time after 
the close of the final campaign of the 
war; and before the strength of the re- 
bellious “States can be recruited for an- 
other similar contest, new ideas will be 
engendered, and new sentiments of at- 
tachment to the Union may be expected 
to grow up and take the place of that 
unnatural bitterness which has exas- 
perated the war and prolonged its hor- 
rors, An inevitable change of institu- 
tions in the South, with moderate and 
conciliatory measures on the part of 
the North, will serve gradually to heal 
the dangerous wound, self-inflicted, 
which has so nearly destroyed the very 
existence of the fairest and most fa- 
vored part of our country. In the end, 
a homogeneous society will extend over 
the whole Union, and new vigor will 
be infused into our political organiza- 
tion, by reason of its recovery from the 
terrible disease by which it has been 
attacked and for a time utterly pros- 
trated. The alterative effects of this 
critical danger overcome, and of the 
treatment rendered necessary, will 
doubtless be one of the most important 
consequences of the rebellion. 

The dogma of secession, as applied 
to our complex government, is incon- 
sistent with reason, and has often been 
effectually refuted by argument. But 
sophistry, stimulated by ambition, was 
ever ready to renew the controversy, 
and to perpetuate it in all the forms of 
vicious logic and plausible ratiocina- 
tion. The appeal to force, however, 
has done something more than refute 
an argument; it has already discom- 
fited the whole theory, and it will not 
end short of the utter annihilation of 
the very idea of secession as a right, 
and as a remedy for any evils, fancied 
or real, which may be suffered or im- 
agined under our Government. After 
the close of the war, when men look 
back to its bloody fields and its awful 
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sacrifices, they will be amazed at the 
insane folly which permitted them to 
consider the great American Union, 
with its honorable history, its wonder- 
ful progress, its immense power, and its 
proud standing among the nations, as 
a@ mere league among petty states, to 
be dissolved at pleasure—as a‘thing to 
be broken into fragments, and to be 
divided among ambitious aspirants, to 
be made the sport of domestic faction, 
or of foreign rapacity and domination, 
changing its form and proportions with 
every change of popular feeling and 
every restless movement of popular dis- 
content, These fatal delusions will be 
made to disappear forever, and in their 
place there will remain in the minds of 
men the image of a majestic Govern- 
ment, tried in the furnace of civil war, 
made solid and immovable by its grand 
and successful efforts to resist the threat- 
ened overthrow of its power, and be- 
coming paternal by the recovery of its 
wonted strength, which will permit and 
require the exercise of magnanimous 
forbearance even toward those mis- 
guided citizens who have raised their 
traitorous hands against it. Thus, 
with the awe and fear which will be 
inspired by the tremendous energy put 
forth to conquer the rebellion—an ener- 
gy which will appear only so much the 
greater and more imposing in propor- 
tion to the difficulties and dangers met 
and overcome—there will be mingled 
the better sentiments of love and ven- 
eration for a Government which re- 
establishes order, secures protection to 
all civil rights, and restores, unim- 
paired, the liberties which have been 
disregarded for a time, in order that 
they might be permanently saved. To 
the people of the United States, the 
Union will be what it never was be- 
fore, and what it never could have 
been without the sad experience it is 
undergoing now. Not that any change 
of form need be effected, or any vio- 
lence done to the principles on which 
our system is founded. The change 
will be solely in the spirit in which our 
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institutions will be administered, aris- 
ing from the altered sentiments and 
feelings of the whole people. They 
will see their Government in a new 
light—a light thrown on it by the 
grand events of the rebellion, reveal- 
ing capabilities and powers not hitherto 
known to exist, and exhibiting it as 
the sole refuge in times of commotion 
and danger, standing unmoved amidst 
the storm, impregnable to all its vio- 
lence. In the public recognition, by 
universal acquiescence, it will be con- 
sidered stronger than before ; and this 
transformation will be as much a change 
in the minds of the people as in the 
character and functions of the Govern- 
ment itself. 

There is, however, no good reason 
why the central power should acquire 
inordinate strength, and absorb any 
part of the legitimate functions of the 
local governments. A more liberal 
interpretation of the Constitution will 
somewhat extend the federal powers, 
and there will necessarily be greater 
intensity in the exercise of acknowl- 
edged authority ; nevertheless, consoli- 
dation need not be the subject of seri- 
ous apprehension. At the beginning 
of the war, when the Union was sorely 
beset with the most imminent dangers, 
the executive power was extended far 
beyond its ordinary limits; and per- 
haps this excess of action has been in 
some cases too long continued, and has 
been made to embrace objects not legiti- 
mately within the emergency which 
originally justified the departure. But 
even under present circumstances, there 
can be no just cause for alarm. There 
can be no real danger, until the people 
shall have become either overawed and 
silenced by terror, or careless and in- 
different to the encroachments on lib- 
erty. Such is evidently very far from 
being the case now. The recent elec- 
tions have shown how entirely free is 
the expression of opinion, and how 
completely untrammelled the political 
action of the people, who, in this in- 
stance, have been charged with follow- 
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ing their leaders even beyond the 
bounds of just opposition, into the 
dangerous position of giving encour- 
agement to the enemy. Both parties, 
however, place their own peculiar con- 
struction on these popular decisions, 
and it is difficult to determine, with 
any accuracy, what is their actual im- 
port. We only know that so extensive 
a change, affecting the position of many 
of the largest States, indicates a serious 
dissatisfaction of some kind; though 
it is by no means probable that the 
people have intended to sanction the 
extreme and mischievous views of 
some of the candidates, who, here and 
there, have secured their election. 
Factious divisions in the loyal States, 
at this critical period, would be ruin- 
ous to the cause of the Union. They 
would distract the public mind and 
weaken the arm of the Government, so 
as to endanger its success in the war. 
There is no indication of any such in- 
tention on the part of the people, what- 
ever may be the designs of some of 
those who have been successful leaders 
of this threatening opposition. And 
the only effect which ought to follow 
the recent popular demonstration is to 
admonish the Government, and check 
it in those errors which are only too 
natural in the mighty contest in which 
it is now engaged. The necessity for 
- decision, vigor, and courage, is indeed 
apparent; and the temptation to go be- 
yond the limits even of proper martial 
energy, is perhaps a sufficient excuse 
for those in power, whose deep sense 
of responsibility and honest zeal in a 
holy cause may sometimes lead them 
astray. It is not always given te men 
in high position to remain cool and 
calm in great emergencies, and to take 
comprehensive views of the require- 
ments of so tremendous a contest, as its 
aspects vary from time to time. The 
necessary exercise of military authority 
for the preservation of the Government, 
however harsh and severe it may be, 
‘will be everywhere justified, and even 
applauded. But there are limits which 
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even military license ought to respect ; 
and when the executive authorities go 
beyond the bounds of reason and ne- 
cessity, they ought themselves to be 
grateful to those who may have the 
courage to throw themselves into the 
breach and sternly resist the violation 
of right. The men in power ought to 
reflect that they are always liable to be 
surrounded by subservient partisans, 
whose fears or selfish purposes may in- 
duce them to applaud, when they ought 
to condemn and reprove. Unfortunate- 
ly, when such parasites are listened to 
and rewarded, there is little hope of 
just and patriotic action ; and this state 
of things leaves no channel of escape, 
through which the public discontent 
can be manifested, except that of par- 
tisan opposition, which, in the existing 
crisis, is perhaps more dangerous even 
than the evil it pretends to condemn 
and cure. While party divisions, in the 
midst of dangers such as now threaten 
us, are greatly to be deplored, we can, 
nevertheless, derive some satisfaction 
from results which otherwise we can- 
not altogether approve. All the essen- 
tial principles of freedom still remain, 
through this great trial, undestroyed 
and unsuppressed by terrorism; and 
the popular patriotism and sound com- 
mon sense, though liable to be misled 
at first, will eventually pronounce a 
just and enlightened judgment. Para- 
sites and flatterers may shrink from the 
task of dissent ; but the great heart of 
the people will find some means of ex- 
pression ; and happy will be our coun- 
try if their honest warnings, given upon 
‘the sober second thought,’ shall be 
noticed and duly heeded. There will 
then be no danger of any serious inva- 
sions of liberty, or of any permanent 
absorption of the proper constitutional 
functions of the States by the Federal 
Government. Doubtless the central 
power will be, and ought to be strength- 
ened. Its standing army will necessa- 
rily be larger than before the rebellion ; 
the public debt will be greatly in- 
creased; the taxes will be heavier; 
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and the revenue and disbursements 
larger. Though its functions will re- 
main essentially the same in nature, 
they will have a broader sweep and a 
greater power. This enlargement of its 
ordinary action will naturally invest it 
with all the means and capacities ne- 
cessary for its own protection, and with- 
out any change of the Constitution, it 
will be recognized as the true embodi- 
ment of our permanent nationality, for- 
ever paramount in its appointed sphere 
and appropriate functions to those of 
the individual States composing it. 
The sum and substance of the change 
will be merely that the centripetal and 
centrifugal forces of the system will 
have become so completely adjusted to 
each other, that from this time forward 
the eternal equilibrium of the whole 
will be secured. The States will not 
be shorn of any power rightfully theirs, 
and necessary for their safety and pro- 
gress ; but they will be fixed in definite 
orbits, with the limits of their author- 
ity distinctly circumscribed and estab- 
lished. 

All social changes, sooner or later, 
produce their appropriate effects on po- 
litical institutions; and no results of 
the rebellion will be more prominent 
and importaft than those which will 
follow the inevitable disappearance of 
slavery. A new system of labor will 
be inaugurated in the border States, as 
well as in those now in rebellion. The 
great act of emancipation may not be 
immediate; nor is it by any means 
desirable it should be. So radical 9 
change in the condition of millions of 
uneducated men would be quite as in- 
convenient, and, indeed, disastrous to 
themselves, for the time being, as to 
their present owners. Society itself 
would be thrown into the utmost con- 
fusion, and all the resources of both 
parties would be temporarily much 
diminished, if not nearly destroyed. 
But, whether suddenly or gradually, 
this fundamental change must take 
place ; for it is self-evident that slavery 
cannot survive the present struggle. 
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The proclamation of the President, 
which is to take effect on the 1st of 
January next, will make emancipation 
more complete and speedy; but the 
same result would have followed the 
stubborn resistance of the rebels, even 
without that momentous act. It would 
be a mischievous error to believe that 
emancipation was originally the aim 
and object of the war on the part of 
the Union, and that the liberation of 
slaves, which was sure to follow its 
progress, is the direct act of our au- 
thorities, and not the proper conse- 
quence of the rebellion itself. A war 
waged for and on account of slavery— 
for its increase and perpetuation—ne- 
cessarily, by its own nature, puts that 
institution at stake, and risks it on the 
contingency of failure. Compelled, in 
defence of the national unity, to carry 
the war into the heart of the Southern 
States, the world acquiesces in that 
sound and necessary policy, which re- 
leases the slaves, and sets them free 
forever, as fast as they come within the 
protection of our armies. The procla- 
mation is a measure of the same nature, 
intended to destroy the resources of the 
enemy, and to wound him in his most 
vulnerable point. But it can accom- 
plish little more than the previous pol- 
icy ; for the slumbering hopes of the 
slaves were aroused by the first gun 
fired at Charleston in the beginning of- 
the struggle. Every movement of 
armies, and every bloody battle, which 
has since taken place, has only served 
to inflame their desire for freedom, and 
to fix their determination to obtain it. 
They have received and gladly wel- 
comed the obscure idea, that, in some 
way, this sanguinary conflict was ini- 
tiated for their benefit, and will not end 
without their complete emancipation. 
In this they are not mistaken. The 
final suppression of the rebellion by 
military force will be the perfect con- 
summation of that end, accomplished 
through the treason and wicked folly 
of the South herself. If she persevere 
in her stubborn resistance to the aw 
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thority of the Union, the great measure 
of liberation will be the result of her 
own blind and wilful acts of madness, 
and this as well through their natural 
and necessary consequences as by the 
terms and import of the President’s 
proclamation. Let slavery destroy it- 
self. It is a just and righteous judg- 
ment that, in its atrocious effort to de- 
stroy the nation, it should accomplish 
chiefly, if not solely, its own violent 
and bloody death. Such retribution 
often attends the commission of great 
crimes; but it seldom happens that 
effects so momentous for good flow 
from the infliction which scems in- 
tended only for punishment, 

Under all circumstances, with or 
without the proclamation, slavery must 
disappear soon after the suppression of 
the rebellion. From that time, the 
States will become more and more ho- 
mogeneous in their social organization. 
This will tend to promote unanimity 
among them all, and therefore, by an 
obvious process, to strengthen the right- 
ful power of the Federal Government. 
The vast extent of our country, com- 
prising so many varieties of condition 
and climate, and such diversities of 
production, rising through every grade 
of elevation, from the Atlantic sea- 
coast to the central mountains, and 
thence again descending to the shores 
of the Pacific, with mighty rivers run- 
ning through nearly twenty parallels 
of latitude—this magnificent seat of 
republican power affords the most un- 
bounded resources for industry in all 
its employments, and for commercial 
interchange of productions on the most 
gigantic scale. With free labor pre- 
vailing everywhere throughout this 
vast and splendid region of the tem- 
perate zone, no limits can be assigned 
to the national progress. The popula- 
tion, wealth, activity, and intelligence 
of the most favored among the Free 
States at the present day, can alone 
- offer the measure and example of what 
the whole will be in the full maturity 
of the new system. No European 
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complexities of inter-state relations, 
no oppressive restrictions on domestic 
commerce, no fatal divergencies of 
opinion and feeling, no important dif- 
ferences of language and literature— 
none of these obstructions to harmony 
and progress will interfere with the 
continental development and glorious 
destiny of our Federal Union. All 
that the earth yields from her teeming 
surface, or from her deep-embowelled 
mines; all that enterprise can accom- 
plish with exhaustless means, the best 
facilities, and the most stupendous ob- 
jects; and all that genius can create, 
when stimulated by the richest rewards 
and the freest opportunities for un- 
trammelled exertion, will supply us 
with the means and materials for an 
almost infinite variety of pursuits and 
occupations; but, at the same time, 
the essential unity of our complex in- 
stitutions will be maintained, and their 
power. extended and exalted by the 
homogeneity and uniformity of social 
conditions which will prevail more 
and more with the lapse of years and 
the succession of generations. The 
blood of all kindred races will be 
mingled with advantage in the veins 
of the cosmopolitan American; re- 
ligions will be harmonized and unified 
by the most fraternal liberality and 
unbounded toleration; and the com- 
mon enlightenment of the whole peo- 
ple by means of universal education 
will exalt them to a condition of un- 
exampled power and prosperity. Just 
as dissensions among the States tend 
to weaken the central power, their uni- 
form and cordial codperation will give 
immense strength to the whole. Nor 
will this increase of power be at all 
dangerous, because it will be only the 
legitimate consequence, of the greater 
progress and prosperity of the States 
themselves. To whatever height the 
greatness of the Union may attain, it 
will be determined exactly by that of 
the States which compose it—the pyra- 
mid of its power being made up of 
theirs, which are but the enduring 





blocks of which the mighty structure 
is built. 

If social unity and political strength 
will be promoted by the suppression of 
the rebellion and the disappearance of 
slavery, the ties of our Union will be 
made stronger also by other causes. 
Emerging from the war victorious, not 
only without being seriously injured, but 
with eventual and speedy increase of 
power, the Union will command the re- 
spect of foreign nations in a higher de- 
gree than ever before. Those European 
nations, or rather their rulers and nobles, 
who now in their malignant envy hope 
for the permanent dismemberment of 
America, will then hail her resuscita- 
tion with a zeal which will be none the 
less advantageous to us for being forced 
from them in spite of their present hate 
and detraction. If the division of our 
country would destroy its influence 
abroad, and subject the parts to con- 
stant intrigues and interference from 
foreign powers, the restoration of the 
Union with even more than its former 
glory will give us unexampled weight 
in the counsels of mankind. Our ua- 
expected and astounding exhibition of 
military power, our thorough command 
of the American continent, and its im- 
mense resources, hardly yet begun to be 
developed, and the unlimited prosperity 
which the future will assuredly bring 
us, cannot fail to strike the minds of 
European thinkers, and to awaken 
deep interest among the European 
peopte. The stream of immigration, 
interrupted by the war, will be renew- 
ed with at least its former fulness, and 
will keep pace with the demands of 
our country for labor and population. 
The South may then be expected to re- 
ceive her full share of this increase by 
people from abroad, and will then com- 
mence that process of condensing and 
permanently fixing her population, 
without which she can never attain any 
high position in the scale of civiliza- 
tion. 


The large public debt destined to be 
incurred, may be expected to have 
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some influence in preventing immigra- 
tion and improvement ; but unless the 
war shall unfortunately linger far be- 
yond the period at which its end is 
now anticipated, the liabilities of the 
Government will not be so great as to 
prevent the speedy return of our usual 
prosperity. A different and far better 
system of taxation will be required— 
one more favorable to commerce and at 
the same time equally productive, or at 
least sufficiently so to meet all our lia- 
bilities and provide for the extinguish- 
ment of the debt within a reasonable 
time. One of the advantages attending 
this great debt and modifying its cer- 
tain evils and burdens, will be the ne- 
cessity of devising a stable revenue sys- 
tem, intended solely to provide means 
for sustaining the Government and 
meeting the public obligations. Peri- 
odical changes, often depending on 
party ascendency and popular elections, 
have hitherto marked the financial pol-. 
icy of our Government. So long as the 
sources of revenue were superabundant 
and the demands of the Treasury very 
moderate, we could well afford to make 
experiments, and even to depart from 
the true principles of taxation, or at 
least to do so without any very serious 
or ruinous consequences. Now, how- 
ever, when the public expenditure is 
about to be vastly increased, and when 
it will be for the first time really felt 
by the people, it will become the first 
duty of our rulers to study the extent 
and true character of our resources, and 
to adjust the burdens of taxation, 
with all practicable fairness, to the re- 
spective capacities of all classes and 
interests. We may expect to have a 
system stable and permanent in its 
principles, if not in its details; and the 
basis of this system will be a wise ar- 
rangement of duties on imports, which 
must, from various reasons, ever form 
the great bulk of our taxes. 

It is not an American maxim that a 
great public debt is a public blessing ; 
nor is it likely that an educated and 
eminently practical people like ours 
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will ever accept that mischievous para- 
dox. Yet if it be desirable that our 
large public debt should be widely 
scattered among the people, so that 
every man may be directly interested 
in maintaining the public credit and 
the stability of the Government, the 
present system, now but imperfectly 
adapted to that object, might easily be 
made to accomplish it fully. If the 
Treasury notes recently issued were 
the only paper circulation in the coun- 
try—that is to say, if the banks were 
prohibited, by taxation or otherwise, 
from making any issues of their own— 
the Government might increase their 
amount to at least five hundred millions, 
with even less than the present depre- 
ciation, and would thus enjoy the bene- 
fit of a loan to that amount without the 
payment of any interest. As it is now, 
the banks get the advantage of a great 
part of this extensive loan, and at the 
. same time perform a function which 
properly belongs to the Government— 
that of furnishing a currency for the 
people. By the proposed system, the 
entire community would be interested 
in this part of the public debt, and 
would doubtless find the circulating 
medium much safer and better than 
that now manufactured by the number- 
Jess banks chartered by the States, 
The issue of these notes by State insti- 
tutions was always an evasion of that 
clause of the Constitution which pro- 
hibits the States from issuing bills of 
credit, and is plainly against the spirit 
and intention of the instrument. If 
our public debt should, in this way, 
eventually drive all bank notes out of 
circulation and banish them forever, 
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it will have accomplished a valuable 
work in restoring the true construction 
of the Constitution, and, in this partic- 
ular at least, will have proved a public 
blessing. It will be very easy, in the 
course of time, to redeem the Treasury 
notes, and gradually to substitute for 
them a species of national paper based 
on actual deposits, which will afford 
all the conveniences with none of the 
dangers of the present system, by which 
the local banks virtually establish the 
currency of the country, flooding it 
with all varieties of paper, without 
uniformity in value, with no adequate 
contrgl or regulation of its quantity, 
thus producing periodical, convulsions 
and robbing the people of their hard- 
earned savings. 

If the rebellién, by the burdens 
which it leaves behind, shall bring 
about these two results—the adoption 
of a wise and permanent system of rev- 
enue, and the establishment of a sound 
currency by the prohibition of all bank 
circulation—it will have accomplished 
ends only inferior in importance to the 
two primary consequences, the over- 
throw of the principle of secession and 
the destruction of slavery. Thus, this 
tremendous convulsion would bring 
out of the chaos a new order in the 
political world, by annihilating se- 
cession, and by perpetuating the Union 
and banishing all fear of its disso- 
lution; in the social, by substituting 
free men for slaves; in the financial, 
by a permanent adjustment of tariffs 
and taxation; and in the commercial, 
by the prohibition of bank paper and 
the substitution of a safe and uniform 
currency. 
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*L love the sweet security of streets..—Cnaries Lams. 


‘I, my charming friend, do not fully 
sympathize with the late Mr. Lamb's 
statement, as quoted above; which 
statement I always have believed par- 
tially owed its origin to its very tempt- 
ing alliterative robe. 

For myself, I do not particularly like 
the ‘sweet security of streets, but 
vastly prefer ‘a boundless contiguity of 
shade,’ especially during the present 
mvnth—August—or 

‘A life on the ocean wave.’ 

I do not mean a permanent residence 
there—that would be liable to be damp 
and unhealthy, and altogether too in- 
secure to be ‘ sweet ;’—but when I say 
a ‘life on the ocean wave,’ it is merely 
my poetical license for a cottage at 
Newport. (1 wish, indeed, that I had 
any but a poetical one for such a pos- 
session !) 

But what folly for me to talk of a 
cottage there! when my limited in- 
come does not even admit of a cot in 
the cheapest of seaside inns. 

Gentle reader! shrink not from me 
when, in addition to this melancholy 
confidence, I also announce to you that 
T live in town—in ‘ Boston town,’ to be 
accurate—during August! I belong to 
the ‘ lower orders of society ;’ and my 
only Newport is the Public Garden, or 
a walk to Longwood, and, when I am 
very affluent, a horse-car drive to Savin 
hill, where a teaspoonful of sea view 
is administered to the humble way- 
farer. ’ 

Yes! I positively did exist in the 
city, not only through the month of 
August, but all the summer days of all 
the summer months. I mention August 
in the city, because I know that has a 
peculiarly God-forgotten and forsaken 
sound. 


I should soon cease to exist any- 
where, I fancy, if I did not stay in 


town, for (horror No. 2!) I work at a 
trade in order to earn my daily bread 
and coffee! What my particular trade 
is, I am not going to divulge—that 
shall remain a delicious mystery (the 
only delicious thing about it); only 
this much I will confide: I do not, @ la 
Mr. Frederick Altamont, ‘sweep the 
crossing.’ Unhappy Altamont! he did 
not appreciate the sweet security of 


‘Poor thing!’ you exclaim, ‘ work 
at a trade?’ 

Rest tranquil, fair one; the phrase 
doubtless sounds harshly to your deli- 
cate, aristocratic ears. (Oh, what lovely 
earrings!) Be tranquil! I do not 
work very hard ; my hands are perhaps 
so audacious as to be as small, as 
white, and as soft as your own. 

But I have to ‘ work reg'lar,’ every 
week day of all the months of every 
year; and when the time arrives for 
me to go into the country, I shall not 
return again to Boston; for I shall go 
to a land from whence no traveller re- 
turns. Apropos of this rather dismal 
topic: A queer cousin of mine, ‘ Sans 
Souci,’ who has a taste for ‘ morbid an- 
atomy,’ was the other day enjoying 
himself with Mr. Smith, the cheerful 
sexton of the King’s Chapel. These 
two were ‘down among the dead men,’ 
under the church, when Mr. Smith 
apologized for leaving my cousin, on 
the plea that he had a previous engage- 
ment to take a young gentleman into 
the country—a delicate way of stating 
that he was about to convey a body 
out to Mount Auburn ! 

Some fine day, I too shall take a 
drive with some Mr. Smith—not, of 
course, the 8. C. Smith, for, as I have 
mentioned, ‘I’ belong to the ‘lower 
orders.’ 

Now let me tell you of my Newport, 
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and of what mitigations there are for 
the poor wretches who pass their sum- 
mer in the city, to whom the joys of 
Sharon, Saratoga, the Hudson, and of 
Lake George are as impossible as though 
these delightful resorts were in other 
planets. Perhaps, like Mr. T. A.’s ‘ good 
Americans,’ they have a vague hope 
that when they die they can visit these 
famous places! For myself, I long ago 
made out my ‘ visiting list.’ Oh, bless 
you! as soon asI shall be ‘ out of the 
body,’ I shall start on the most delight- 
ful tour (no bother about the luggage, 
checks, or couriers !) ; it will be years 
and years before I fairly ‘settle down’ 
in that 
‘bright particular star’ 


I have selected for my permanent resi- 
dence. Yes! you horrible madame ! oh, 
you horrible madame, who express your 
fears that I shall ‘never be settled, 
speaking of me as if I were the coffee 
in your coffee-pot—(only, of course, 
such a well-regulated dame’s coffee is 
never anything but quite clear and set- 
tled)—yes, to relieve your poor, narrow 
mind, I can bid you hope that in an- 
other and pleasanter world I fully ex- 
pect to be—‘ settled.’ I tell you this 
beforehand, for I am very sure that 
you won’t go to the same planet, and 
therefore will never have the satisfac- 
tion of knowing the fact from personal 
observation, 

But what am I about? Building 
castles in the skies! Mr. Editor Leland, 
as usual, protests against my sad lack 
of con-cen-tra-tion! Let us concen- 
trate, therefore, my beloved hearers! 
With or without sugar? Oh, I was be- 
ginning to tell you about Newport— 
my Newport, the Public Garden of 
Boston, alias Hub-opolis—which you, 
poor things! belonging to the ‘ higher 
orders’ and living on Arlington, Berke- 
ly, Clarendon, and the Duke of Devon- 
shire streets, never have a chance to 
see in its Augustan pomp and glory. 
In fact, till this summer, its ‘ pomp 
and glory’ were quite concealed by 
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dust and ashes ; but now, thanks to the 
‘ City Fathers,’ it is 
* Ye land of flowers.’ 


Let me describe it to you; for though 
your dwellings are directly opposite, 
yet, custom compelling you to leave 
them before the flower season begins, 
you in reality know less of it than I 
do, living in a street whose name must 
not be mentioned to ears polite. °Tis 
far from the Beacon ‘haunts of men,’ 
far from the Garden, and uncommonly 
far from the Common. I rise betimes 
on these summer mornings, and, before 
I go to my work, shaking off the dust 
of my obscure street, I enter your sacred 
precincts, oh, F. F. B.’s! Bless you, 
it can do you no harm, for even your 
boudoirs do not look out at me; their 
eyes are shuttered to all such vulgar 
sights. It was impertinent, but this 
morning I pitied you (you!) that you 
could not see the wondrous beauty of 
the—city in August / 

The morning was gloriously beauti- 
ful: it might have been the sister to 
that one born so long ago, on which its 
Creator looked, and said that it was 
‘good.’ I actually forgot that I had 
no position ; I imagined I had, for the 
very brightest beauty filled my soul—I 
saw angels ascending and descending 
(not Beacon street, as in the winter 
season) the charmed air around me. ‘ Ye 
land of flowers,’ indeed! All of them 
mine—mine, though I must not pluck 
the humblest one. In truth, I had no 
desire to do so. Why should I take 
the lovely creatures from their beauti- 
ful home, to the close, dull room where 
I must sit all the bright day? Let me 
rather think of them fresh, free, and 
happy there, as I often think of a 
golden-haired child in heaven; one so 
dear to my heart of hearts, I bless God 
that I can think of her there with the 
angels who stand nearest the Throne— 
and far, far away the weary paths that 
I must tread—to the end. But if 
heaven had not wanted another cherub, 
and she had been left to be the flower 
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of my life, think you I could have seen 
her beauty wither in the dull room to 
which I must hasten in an hour? No! 
a thousand times no! I should leave 
her with her sisters in the garden here, 
with her cousins, the birds and butter- 
flies, while I worked for both. Lilies 
must neither ‘toil nor spin.’ How idly 
Iam dreaming! She is far away from 
this worky-day world; I shall never 
see her again, but in dreams, as now! 
Little sister ! with starry eyes, and soft 
curls clustering around the sweet in- 
fant face; so many nights the same 
bright vision—with the same wreath 
which I myself placed on her head, of 
May’s pale flowers, and she the palest. 
Only lilies of the valley, I remember, 
seemed fitting for my darling’s brow, 
or to grow on 


ANNIE’S GRAVE. 


Bright Roses, wither on the spray! 
Your sweetness mocks the doom 
Of her whose cheeks, so pale to-day, 

Were rivals of your bloom. 


Sweet Violets, I charge ye, fade! 
Wear not those robes of blue, 

For eyes are closed which Nature made 
Of a more lovely hue. 

Pale Lilies, sad and drooping low, 
With perfume like her breath, 

On Annie’s grave alone shall grow, 
Fair flower, plucked by Death. 


* ~ oe a * 


Call it an affectation, if you will, but I 
never take a flower from its home with- 
out a slight twinge of pain. I know it 
suffers! However, I have no scruples in 
accepting flowers after they are plucked 
by others. So pray do not hesitate 
about sending me that superb bouquet, 
which you intended to send me fo- 
morrow | Have you never observed the 
brutal habit which ‘some persons’ 
have, of recklessly attacking shrubs 
and flowers, as though they were rank 
weeds (or secessionists), and, without 
in the least enjoying their spoils, toss- 
ing their quivering, trembling victims 
aside, before they are dead or even 
withered? Such are not worthy of 
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flowers, excepting French flowers, 
which are not supposed to suffer. O 
my countrywomen! would that they 
did suffer a little from our neglect. 

Do you know who Lacoontolé is? 
I have made her acquaintance this 
summer, and find it one of the compen- 
sations for passing the summer in 
town. 

She is to be found at the City 
Library—‘ Lacoontola, or, The Fatal 
Ring,’ translated from the Sanscrit. 
Go there for her, I pray you, and you 
will admire with me the exquisite de- 
scription of her tenderness to these 
‘ flower people,’ as Mrs, Mann calls them. 

But, pardon! You who belong to the 
‘highest orders’ must be already inti- 
mate with Mlle. Lucoontoli, for she is 
highly connected : her papa was a king 
(quite equal in position to Mr. Abe 
Lincoln); her mamma, I regret to 
state, though a very charming person, 
was an actress or goddess, or something 
in that line. Lacoontoli, however, in 
spite of her papa’s indiscretion, mar- 
ried a prince, and was, in fact, perfect- 
ly genteel and quite religious. Before 
her marriage, she appears to have 
‘lived in the woods’ the year round ; 
her wardrobe being ‘turu-lural.’ She 
used to wear the ‘ dearest’ little zouave 
of the ‘tender bark’ of the ‘ Autora 
tree.’ 


‘Rich and rare were the gems she wore,’ 


for her bracelets were the ‘long per- 
fumed stems of the waterlilies!’ and 
in her hair the lotus flower, in place of 
a lace barbe / 

There is a very beautiful description 
of Lacoontoli’s love and tender treat- 
ment of all the flowers and shrubs—her 
companions—and of all dumb animals. 
(On dit that the prince was henpecked 
by Mrs. L. !) 

This wild girl had a human love for 
the forest flowers; she says to thee, 
Madhari Creeper: ‘Oh, most radiant 
of twining plants, receive my embraces, 
and return them with thy flexible 
arms: from this day, though at a dis- 
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tance, I shall forever be thine.’ How 
unconventional! I fancy Mile. L. must 
have inherited this style of conversa- 
tion from her mamma; all very well, 
when confined to flowers and ‘ creep- 
ing’ things; but one day, as she was 
out walking, she met ‘ by chance—the 
usual way,’ Prince Dushuranti,,and our 
young lady said pretty much the same 
sort of thing to him as to the ‘ Creeper,’ 
falling violently in love with him at 
first sight. It struck H. R. H. as a lit- 
tle peculiar—rather extraordinary in a 
well-bred miss; but as it was leap year, 
and learning that she was the only 
child, and would inherit all of papa’s 
immense fortune, he married her ‘ off- 
hand ;’—well, that very afternoon at 
four o’clock—by the sundial. You see 
it didn’t take so long ‘in those days,’ to 
get the trousseau, and all ‘the things’ 
in readiness, Papa raised his sceptre- 
wand, and mumbled some infernal gib- 
berish—and, lo! all the trees and 
shrubs blossomed instanter, with the 
‘sweetest loves’ of things trimmed 
with ‘real point ;’—well, with some- 
thing just as delicious to the soul of a 
young (or middle-aged) maiden on the 
eve of matrimony. There was no ne- 
cessity, either, for an order to Bigelow 
Bros., Boston—since, if Dushuranti 
wished to present her with a pair of 
bracelets on her wedding day, he had 
but to ‘ push out’ on the pond, and get 
some waterlilies ! 

The ‘ gibberish’ in which the old gen- 
tleman is said to have invoked the 
backwoods ‘ Chandlers’ and ‘ Hoveys,’ 
I will obligingly translate for you, as 
possibly you may not be able to read 
it in the original Sanscrit! Oh! don’t 
tell me that you ‘ won’t trouble me,’ and 
all that. I will bore you, and nobody 
can save you! 

‘Hear, O ye trees of this hallowed 
forest, hear and proclaim that Lacoon- 
tolé is going to the palace of her wed- 
ded lord. She who drank not, though 
thirsty, before you were watered; she 
who cropped not, through affection 
for you, one of your fresh leaves, though 
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she would have been pleased with such 
an ornament for her locks; she whose 
chief delight was in the season when 
your branches are sprayed with flow- 
ers,’ &c., &c. Should you like a photo- 
graph of this charming person, Lacoon- 
tolé, taken by Black & Batchelder, at 
the time of her marriage, ‘ Williams & 
Everett’ can oblige you. You will 
perceive, from her picture, that she is 
not too fond of dress, or a ‘slave to 
fashion.’ 

‘Rappacimi’s daughter’ (one of 
Hawthorne’s Mosses) was a morbid 
*Lacoontola.’ She loved her flowers, 
—‘ not wisely, but too well!’ She be- 
came a sort of exterminatrix—a strych- 
ninus young person! From the poison- 
ous arsenic embraces of her garden 
loves, she acquired, you remember, her 
fatal, glowing beauty—beauty alto- 
gether ‘too rich for use, for earth too 
dear,’ since it consigned the ‘ party’ 
ensnared by it to the silent tomb! 

‘Rappacimi’s daughter,’ indeed! 
Lovely girl-woman, seated at yonder - 
bay window (to be accurate, the 
‘Back Bay window’!), playing with 
your ten cherub children; your trop- 
ical ‘ midsummer-night’s-dream ’ beau- 
ty recalls Beatrice (Hawthorne’s Bea- 
trice I mean). How many have you 
slain, my love? And Madame Grundy 
echoes: ‘Their name is legion!’ ‘A 
quick brunette, well moulded, falcon- 
eyed’! As in the description of Bea- 
trice, one is reminded ‘ of all rich and 
intense colors ’—the purple-black hair, 
the crimson cheek, the scarlet lips, 
And the eyes? ah! gazing into those 
wonderful eyes, one forgets the color 
they wear, in trying to interpret their 
language! ‘Cleopatra!’ who would not 
be an Antony for thee? J would not / 

I have unconsciously interrupted a 
lady in her morning bath !|—the ‘stone 
lady’ of the fountain. She seems to be 
looking for her Turkish towel, judging 
from her anxious expression! Rather 


a good-looking person—quite pretty, 
if only she would go to Summer street 
and purchase a black silk. Dress, I 
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fancy, would improve ‘her style of 
beauty.” Poor thing! it’s rather a 
long walk to take, @ la ‘ Lacoontoli’! 
I must lend her my waterproof, only 
she appears already to be water- 
proved! How she must envy the col- 
oring and the clothes of my beautiful 
dame of the window ! 

But my houris passing away ! ‘ Resur- 
gam’—as the sun incorrectly remarked 
this morning—and go on my way, re- 
joicing to say ‘ bon jour’ to all my dear 
flower friends. And first, the ‘ Asters’ 
—they always were rich, you know, from 
‘John Jacob’ down; but this summer, 
malgré taxes and curtailment of incomes 
and go-comes, the family appear in un- 
precedented splendor. What gorgeous 
Organdies! all quilled in the fashion— 
but not by Madame Peinot : her cunning 
right hand, with all its cunning, ne’er 
quilled so exquisitely. Those graceful, 
fragile Petunias (what a family of sis- 
ters !), in their delicate glaze silks (ra- 
therish décolleté !), and the Superbia, 
Empress ‘ Gladiolus,’ in brocade of such 
daring hues, may call the Asters ‘ stiff 
and prudish’ in their quilled muslins ; 
but, what say the Asters in return? 
Ah! what do they not say? 

The Verbenas seem fairly delirious 
this morning, as though the conscious- 
ness of their own beauty made them run 
wildly from their beds into the paths, 
to say to the passers-by, with their 
bright little faces : 

‘See! am I not charming ?’ 

Well, you are pretty—very pretty ; 
but I care not for you as for your plain- 
er stepsister, the ‘sweet-scented Ver- 
bena.’ She has a pale, sad face; but 
she has a soul, which you have not, poor 
things! for perfume is the soul of ‘ flow- 
er people.’ 

But, who wants gold? Lives there 
a man with purse so full who does not 
want it? Well, then, snatch that heap 
of sunshine, that dazzling Coreopsis, 
and be off before the policeman turns 
into this path. Ah, ye Daylilies! You 
break my heart with your moonlight 
faces. Standing apart from the world- 
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flowers, like novices in their white veils, 
who offer the incense of their beauty to 
Heaven—oh ! give a little of your per- 
fume to a poor un-otto-of-rosed mortal 
—breathe on me, and I can laugh at the 
costly ‘Wood Violet,’ ‘ Eglantine,’ and 
‘Rose,’ with which Harris & Chapman 
scent their patronesses—to be dollared 
in return ! 

Daylilies, your perfume is too subtle, 
too vague, to be coined or ‘ cabined, 
cribbed, confined’ in scent bottles. 

Ah! the flowering Mosses; they 
seem to be having one eternal picnic 
with the Myrtles and Verbenas, playing 
forever that dear-to-children game of 
‘Tag’! Some are arrayed in Solferino 
velvets, rather heavy for this warm day ! 
Prettier these, in soft rose-colored robes, 
and this, in a 

‘Oh! call me fair, not pale’— 

well, almost pale robe, the very climax 
of delicacy : the faintest thought of rose 
color alone prevents one from calling it 
lily-white. I am reminded of you, O 
flower-named friend! Vision of loveli- 
ness! which has in a few never-to-be-for- 
gotten days oasised my Sahara life. 
Now I have reached the pond—my 
Lake George! It is fresh and breezy 
this morning, after last night’s thunder- 
shower, and the mimic waves are impa- 
tiently breaking over the thus-far-shalt- 
thou-go stone. I cannot blame them for 
rushing over that green sward to give a 
morning kiss to the blushing ‘ Forget- 
me-nots,’ and just say to them, ‘ Remem- 
ber me !? 

Yes; I have a few crumbs of time 
left to sit in the rustic arbor and give 
one lingering look behind, that I may 
carry a picture withme when I go to my 
work, 

How fortunate it is for one that these 
flowers are Londoners in their habits, 
and pass August in the city! I can 
go to their receptions daily, if I choose; 
they are always at home to the poorest, 
the most unfashionable ; they keep no 
‘ visiting book’ in their hall. 

Hark! the bell rings seven o’clock. 
There is a ‘knocking at the gate’ of 
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my fairy land ; it warns me that I must 
be on my Washington-street way, to 
earn my bread. 

Bien! my first meal of to-day has 
been satisfactory. Heaven hath sent 
me all manner of manna for breakfast 
—and for lunch? a banana, Yes; on 
my way ‘down town’ I shall pass the 
Studio Building, where the B.’s live; I 
will buy one of them, but shall also 
steal—many glances at the Hamburg 
grapes, those peachiest of peaches, bom- 
bastic blackberries, and, O Pomona! 
such pears. 

I escape! purse uninjured, only ba- 
nanared. I reach Winter street, where 
I must turn my back on the Common 
pleasures of Boston life—but yet, one 
glance at that seductive window of the 
corner store, which, indeed, is nearly 
all window. Flowers are there, of 
course,—flowers from January to. Jan- 
uary ; any poor devil can have a tem- 
porary conservatory at that window, 
‘all for nothing;’ I ought to paya 
yearly tax for the pleasure I steal in 
that way. The woman who carries my 
portmonnaie, only permits me to open 
it for the ‘necessaries’ of life: the 
luxuries of hot-house grapes and flow- 
ers ever wear for me that fatal label: 
*Touch not, taste not.’ Bread and 
cologne are, of course, the first neces- 
sities of life ; in rolls and religion I am 
a Parkerite; in cologne, I swear by 
‘Mrs. Taylor’! 
that you won’t faint at this horrible 
disclosure ! 

Who is ‘ Mrs. Taylor’? and echo an- 
swers, ‘ We haven't the faintest odor of 
an idea!’ None know her but to 
praise, wherever she may be. With 
Sancho Panza we say, ‘ Blessings on 
the man who invented Mrs. Taylor at 
seventy-five cents per—the hock bottle. 
I catch a glimpse of her long neck, 
stretching up among the roses and 
Geraniums: my cologne nature can’t 
resist that sight! I obey the syren’s 
call, though it will leave me a beggar, 
but with Mrs. T. in my chaste-embrace. 

‘The man I work for’ treats me, for 
some reason, with ‘distinguished con- 
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sideration.’ Though I may sometimes 
be a little after the required hour, it’s 
all right; and though he’s a Yankee, 
no questions are asked! I still have a 
precious quarter remaining—not of a 
dollar, but of time. I have in my purse 
one postage stamp; but that will war- 
rant a visit to Loring’s! One must 
have books as well as bread and co- 
logne. O Lorine! what an institu- 
tion art thou! Name dear to all class- 
es, from Madame ——, who steps from 
her carriage, to the pretty shop-girl, 
who always wants Mrs. Southworth’s 
last—and worst—novel. 

Who, indeed, ‘so poor’ as not ‘to do 
him reverence,’ and find two cents per 
day, when for that sublimely small sum 
one can get a companion for any and 
every mood, 

‘Grave to gay, from lively to severe?’ 

But will ‘ Lorrxe’s’ be open at this 
early dawn? ‘Open,’ indeed! one does 
not catch him napping ; yes, open and 
so inviting! A literary public garden 
so fresh and clean, as 

‘Just washed in a shower.’ 


In the rear, behind the desk, one is 
always sure of finding at least two roses, 
and on the desk a vase of flowers is cer- 
tainly to be seen—the offering of some 
one of the hundreds of admirers who go 
to Loring’s, nominally for some enter- 
‘taining book—and they always find one! 

‘What book did you say, miss?’ 
asks Fleur de Marie. (‘ Where does she 
get those lilies and roses? I saw none 
like them in the garden this morning. 
Ah! many of the dames who enter here 
from their carriages would also like to 
ask my question—since they do not 
seem to find them even at Newport !) 
‘If you please, what book ?’ again in- 
quire the Roses. 

‘Oh !’ I answer, ‘I was looking, and 
forgot what I came for ; is ‘ Out of his 
Head’ in yet ?’ 

The fair librarian evidently thinks I 
am out of mine. Ah! would that I 
were, and out of my whole body; but 
no! ingrate that I am, to-day I should be 
content—simply to be: even a cabbage 
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ought to be happy in such perfect sum- 
mer weather. T. B. Aldrich is in—as 
much as he ever is supposed to be ; but 
I recall now that I read his sketchy 
book the other night, while I was 
brushing my hair, giving it a sort of 
‘good time generally,’ letting it run 
wild a little before going to sleep. I 
read ‘ Pierre Antoine’s Date Tree’ quite 
through, and liked—the last part very 
much indeed. There are some people 
whom I am always very glad to have 
visit me, because I feel so ‘ dreadful 
glad’ when they go away. So, also, it 
compensates one to read certain books 
for the sake of the delicious sensation 
one experiences on finishing them! 
What a pile of ‘ Zes Misérables, Fan- 
tine? O'est assez misérable. The 
‘Hunchback’ is the least deformed 
of Hugo’s offspring; but I read that 
last Sunday morn—no; I mean last 
Saturday evening; for I went to church 
on Tremont street, last Sunday. What's 
this? it looks as tempting as a banana, 
and is not unlike one in color. ‘ Meli- 
beeus in London,’ in the summer, too: 
good! I'll take that, it shall ‘ assist’ 
the banana at my lunch. I hurry out 
of this ‘ little heaven,’ murmuring, as I 
depart : ‘ Lorne, live forever !’ 

Lady Macbeth undoubtedly alluded 
to you when she says: 


*We fail ? there’s no such word as fail !’ 


I believe the Macbeths, and, in fact, 
everybody but Loring, has failed during 
the war times. McClellan certainly has 
—not succeeded. 

The police (those gentlemen of ele- 
gant leisure) do not even suspect how 
much I have stolen, and what treasures 
I am carrying off before nine o’clock 
a.m.! All the splendors of the early 
morning are mine; they will gild the 
dull grey of my working hours. What 
a stock of perfumes stolen from the 
garden! they will sweeten the ‘ busi- 
ness air’ of Washington street. The 
fountain’s glistening spray will sprinkle 
the dusty walk to ‘ the shop.’ 

I have not yet told you of the kisses 
taken—not from Féra’s, but.from the 


‘I; or, Summer in the City. 





cherry-ripe lips of two lovely children, 
with whom I formed an intimacy in the 
garden by the pond; they were ‘sail- 
ing’ their mimic boats there. I almost 
wished ‘I were a boy again,’ 
and had a boat to sail! These children 
had such a brave and haughty beauty, 
and their dress being of purple and fine 
linen, I supposed their name must be 
Berkeley or Clarendon, but was grieved 
to learn from the artless darlings that 
it was Muggins! However, their kiss- 
es were unexceptionable, whatever their 
origin may have been. 

But what a ‘heap’ of Beauty I stole 
in my return walk through Beacon- 
street mall! No wonder those mag- 
nificent elms are in love with each 
other, and embrace over the people’s 
heads! When I come into my fortune, 
I intend, early the next morning, before 
breakfast, to make the first use of my 
‘funds’ in purchasing Mr. George Tick- 
nor’s house. (Of course, he will not ob- 
ject.) I shall then laugh at the mill- 
dam principalities and powers when I 
look from my library windows down 
that long vista of noble trees. Come 
and see me when I am settled there! 
You shall have a warm welcome in 
winter, and a cool one in summer. 
And now, fare thee well, whoever thou 
art, who hast kindly walked with me 
to the door of—my ‘place of busi- 
ness.’ I will not ask you to enter there. 
I can worry through the day: unseen 
companions go with me to soothe and 
cheer ; so do not pity me that I am 
what I am—‘ nobody,’ living ‘ nowhere.’ 
You have seen that the Angel of Beau- 
ty disdains not to appear in my humble 
path—and sometimes hovers so near, 
I can almost touch her wings ! 

And so God be w’ye! Little joys to 
you are great joys to me. There be 
those above you, ‘kinges and princes 
and greate emperours,’ to whom your 
luxuries and badges would seem as little 
as mine are to you. When you are beau- 
tiful, you adorn my street; when you 
are unlovely, I—pass you by. Bon jour 
la compagnie / 
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‘Bleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies, begone, and be all ways away. 

Bo doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 
Gently entwist,—the female Ivy so 

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

Oh, how I love thee; how I dote on thee !’ 


Midsummer Night's Dream, act iv., scene 1. 


‘The bearers of the thyrsus (bound with Ivy) are many, but the Bacchante are few.'—Orphic saying. 


Ir, among plants, the Rose is unmis- 
takably feminine, from the delicate 
complexion of its flower, the Ivy is not 
less so from the tender sentiment of at- 
tachment expressed by its whole form 
and life. (In her infinite array of poetic 
symbols, Nature has given us nothing 
so exquisitely typical of all that is best 
in woman, as that which may be found 
in the graceful curves and in the firm 
strength of this vine. In youth and 
beauty, she clings to the husband tree 
or parental wall for support, and, like 
a wife or daughter, conceals defects, 
and imparts a softer shadowing and 
contour to the support, without which 
she herself had never risen to light and 
life. Time passes on. The oak grows 
old, the wall is shattered by lightning ; 
but the Ivy, now strong and firm, shel- 
ters the limbs or binds together the 
tottering walls with greater care than 
before, and covers decay and rifts 
with fresh care~-aided by the younger 
daughter-vines. / 

This simile has occurred to poets in 
all lands, in all ages. (In an old 
Chinese poem (JoLowrcz, der Poetische 
Orient, 8. 7) we are told that ‘in the 
south there lives a tree, the Ivy Ko 
clings and winds around it, bringing 
the most excellent of joys and happi- 
ness in excess.’ Owing to this natural 
and most palpable resemblance, the 
ancient Greeks caused the officiating 
priest in the temple to present to a 
bridal pair, on entering, a twig of Ivy, 
‘as a symbolical wish that their love, 
like it, might ever continue fresh.’) It 
was a beautiful thought, and one which 


was not lost sight of in the ecclesiasti- 
cal and architectural symbolism of the » 
middle ages. ‘It is, says FrrepReicn 
(Symbolik und Mythologie der Natur, 
§ 103), ‘as an ever-greening plant, a 
type of life, of love, and of marriage.’ 
It is, therefore, with both truth and 
propriety that the modern floral lexi- 
cons give the vitis hedera, or Ivy, as ex- 
pressing ‘Female affection—I have 
found one true heart.’ 

As with all plants, or, indeed, with 
all natural objects known to the an- 
cients, the Ivy was the subject of a 
myth or religious allegory, and in in- 
vestigating this myth, we find ourselves 
in a labyrinth of strange mystery. 
The ordinary works on mythology, in- 
deed, inform the reader that it was the 
plant sacred to Bacchus, the god of 
wine, because, as Loudon states, ‘ this 
wine is found at Nyssa, the reputed 
birthplace of Bacchus, and in no other 
part of India.’ ‘It is related,’ he con- 
tinues, ‘that when Alexander’s army, 
after their conquest of Babylon, arrived 
at this mountain, and found it covered 
with laurel and Ivy, they were so 
transported with joy (especially when 
they recognized the latter plant, which 
is a native of Thebes), that they tore 
up the Ivy by the roots, and, twining 
it around their heads, burst forth into 
hymns to Bacchus, and prayers for their 
native country.’ 

But there is a deeper significance to 
the Ivy, even as there is a deeper and 
more solemn mystery and might around 
the primeval Bacchus. To us he is 
merely the wine-god, but to the an- 
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cient Initiated in the orgies and mys- 
teries he was—as were each of the 
gods in their turn—the central divini- 
ty, the lord of light, and the giver of 
life. For, as it was concisely said in 
the spirit of pantheistic abstraction : 
‘Nothing can be imagined which is 
not an image of God;’ so it was not 
possible to conceive a divinity who 
was not in himself all the other divini- 
ties. Thus we find that Bacchus was 
male, female, and at the same time an 
absolute onz without regard to sex; 
or, in other words, he was the ancient 
trinity. 
‘Tibi enim inconsumpta juventus, 
Tu puer zternus, tu formosissimus alto 
Conspiceris ccelo, tibi, cum sine cornibus 
adstas 


Virgineum caput est.’ Ovip, Me. 1. 4. 


For, as the great mystery of all re- 
ligion, or of all being, is life, and as 
life, like blood, is most aptly typified 
by reviving and inspiring wine, it was 
not wonderful that renewed strength, 
generation, and birth should gather 


around the incarnation of the vine, and 
that the cup should become the holiest 
of symbols. Like the ark, the chest 
or coffer, the egg, and a thousand other 
receptive or containing objects, the cup 
appeared to the ancient Initiated as a 
womb, or as the earth, taking in and 
giving forth life. It was in this spirit 
that Nonnvs, in the fifth century, wrote 
The Dyonisiacs, a vast poem on Bac- 
chus, in forty-eight books ; ‘a magnifi- 
cent assemblage of the emblematical 
legends of Egypt,’ and in which mod- 
ern criticism has discovered a crea- 
tive grandeur, a beautiful wildness of 
fancy, and a romantic spirit, such as 
were combined in no other one poem 
of antiquity. 

. Bacchus was thus the lord of life, 
and that in a vividly real sense—the 
sense of intoxication, of keenly thrill- 
ing pleasure, of wild delight, and head- 
long rushing joy. He was fabled to 
have given men the grape and wine— 
but to the Initiated of the mystery and 

orgie there was higher and more intox- 
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icating wine than that of the grape— 
the wine of wild inspiration, drawn 
from the keenest relish of beauty, of 
nature, of knowledge, and of love. 
Drunk with this wine of the soul, the 
Meenad and Bacchante rushed forth in- 
to lonely forests, amid rocks, by silent 
lake, and streamlet lone, and cried in 
frantic joy, bewildered with passion, to 
the Great Parent, or shouted in praise : 
‘ Bacché, Eyoe, Bacche !’ 


‘Then chaunted rose 
The song of Bacchic women: all the band 
Of shaggy Satyrs howled with mystic voice, 
Preluding to the Phrygian minstrelsy 
Ofnightly orgies. Earth around them laughed; 
The rocks reéchoed ; shouts of revelling joy 
Shrilied from the Naiads, and the river 
nymphs 
Sent echoes from their whirlpool-circled tides, 
Flowing in silence; and beneath the rocks 
Chanted Sicilian songs, like preludes sweet, 
That through the warbling throats of Syren 
nymphs, 
Most musical drop honey from their tongues.’ 
Nownvs. 

For all this wild joy, all this ex- 
quisite union of all the pleasures 
known to man, whether in the mad 
embraces of passionate nymphs, in 
draining wine, in tasting the fresh 
honeycomb, in wild dances under 
green leaves, in feasting, or in song, 
Bacchus was the centre, and the Cup 
the symbol. And this cup—the abso- 
lutely feminine type—the Jona which 
forms the nucleus of so great and so 
curious a family of words in the Indo- 
Germanic and Shemitic languages— 
was fabled to have been formed from 
the wood of the Ivy. Let the reader 
bear this double sex of Bacchus in 
mind ; he will find it recurring again 
inthe myth of the Ivy. ‘We must,’ 
says CREUZER (Symbolik und Mythologie 
der Alten Volker), ‘think of au1 things, 
if we would not see the Bacchic genii 
in their mysterious rites, from a one- 
sided point of view. Not only Bac- 
chus himself, but his male and female 
companions must each, like their lord 
on earth, appear in different forms. 
For the mysteries loved the antique, 
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the pregnant-with-meaning , é. ¢. that 
which has a really symbolical fulness, 
and supplies full food for thought.’ 
And again: ‘It would have been very 
strange if the Man-Woman had not 
also appeared in this mysterious array 
of forms. In his origin, Bacchus is 
an Indian god, and to the Hindus the 
world was bi-sexed.’ Thus we find in 
the Ivy, as his sacred plant, a curious 
and beautiful symbol, in whose trailing 
embraces the ancient East and West 
are bound together. 

If the Ivy cup was held to typify 
female nature, so too were the leaves 
of that plant emblematical of the re- 
ceptive sex. The thyrsus, the distinc- 
tive object borne by the worshippers 
of Bacchus, was a phallic or male sym- 
bol, the characteristic portion of which 
was wreathed and buried in Ivy leaves; 
signifying the union of the sexes. It 
is curious to observe that this regard- 
ing the Ivy as characteristic of the 
feminine principle, found its way 
among the Druids, and was transmit- 
ted from them to the Christian and 
Christmas ceremonies of the middle 
ages. In these we always find that 
the thorned holly is spoken of as male, 
and the Ivy as female. In the Gentle- 
man’s Magazine for 1779, a correspond- 
ent relates a ceremony, which is still 
preserved in some parts of England. 
‘ The girls, from five or six to eighteen 
years old, were assembled in a crowd, 
burning an uncouth effigy, which they 
called a holly-boy, and which they had 
stolen from the boys ; while in another 
part of the village, the boys were burn- 
ing what they called an Jvy-girl, which 
they had stolen from the girls. The 
ceremony of each burning was attend- 
ed with huzzas and other acclamations, 
according to the receipt of custom in 
all such cases.’ * 

(There is but one legend in all the 
legends of the gods; but one solution, 


* New Curiosities of Literature, and Book of 
the Months. By Groner Soanz, B.A. London, 
1849. Vol. i., p. 57. 
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though the enigmas be thousandfold; 
and the myth of the Ivy is only a repe- 
tition of that of Bacchus and of all the 
immortals — the endless allegory of 
birth and death, male and female, win- 
ter and spring. Kissos—the Greek 
word for Ivy—was a young faun be- 
loved by Bacchus, who accompanied 
the god of the Cup and of life, in all 
his strange adventures. Mad with 
wine, Kissos once at an orgie danced 
until he fell dead. Then his lord, 
grieving bitterly, raised the beloved 
form in his arms, and, changing it 
to Ivy, wreathed it around his brow. 
It is the old story of death and re- 
vival. ) 

But we may expect to find of course 
a feminine goddess, or demi-goddess, 
whose name includes the same root as 
Kissos—and she appears in Kiseis, one 
of the nymphs to whom Bacchus gave 
the infant Bacchus to be brought up. 
For her reward, she was placed by Bac- 
chus among the stars—in the constella- 
tion of the weeping Hyades—that she 
might have a place in heaven. Apropos 
of which we may quote the words of 
the quaint old Jesuit GauTrucutus, 
saying that ‘Bacchus was brought up 
with the Nymphs, which teacheth us 
that we must mix Water with our 
Wine.’ * 

We also find that Kisea was, at 
Epidaurus, one of the names of Miner- 
va. Notwithstanding the apparent 
dissimilarity between the wild god of 
wine and the goddess of calm wisdom, 
it was still taught in the mysteries that 
they had an affinity in more than one 
lower form, and, of course; an identity 
in their highest. ‘The temple of Bac- 
chus,’ says Galtruchius, ‘was next to 
Minerva’s, to express how useful Wine 
is to revive the Spirits, and enable our 
Fancy to Invent.’+ In the older wor- 
ship, Minerva was one with Venus, 
Diana, Proserpine—the generating fe- 


* The Poetical History. By P. Gautavontes. 
London, 1678. 
+ Galtruchius, c. 7. 
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male principle of love and of beauty 
being of course predominant. ‘In this 
unity or identity of barbarian divinities,’ 
says Creuzer (Symbolik, IV. Theil), (‘ to 
speak like the Greeks’) ‘we must, 
however, seek for the source of that 
earicty which made the Greeks so rich 
in gods; and what had in Hellas been 
separated into so many, remained by 
the ‘barbarians’ single and undivid- 
ed. Therefore the older a Greek local 
worship might be,so much the more 
did it in this resemble the barbarian. 
* * So we have truly learned in Argos, 
Laconia, Dodona, and Sicily, * * that 
Proserpine was one and the same with 
Venus and Diana, and the identity with 
Minerva may «lso be proved.’ For the 


proof I refer the reader to his work. C 


With Venus, however, Bacchus had 
amours, begetting Priapus. Certain it 
is that the Ivy Kissos appears in both 
male and female names. 

But as the Ivy formed the cup—kis- 
subion—into which life entered, and 
from which it was drained as wine; so, 
too, from its wood was made the sacred 
chest (kisté) in which, in the Dyonisiac 
mysteries, the same secret was preserved 
under the form of a serpent, while 
in the Eleusinian it hid the dread 
pomegranate which Persephone had 
tasted. For they were all one and the 
game, this wine and serpent and pome- 
granate—the type of life and of knowl- 
edge—of human birth and human in- 
tellect—of the world’s generation and 
of eternal wisdom. The fruit of which 
Adam ate, the bread and wine of the 
holy supper of the mysteries of all lands 
in all ages, the pomegranate, whose 
seeds, once eaten, kept the soul in an- 
other life beyond death, all have one 
meaning—and this meaning was that 
of infinite revival, endless begetting, 
the renewal of nature—and with this 
the knowledge of the great mystery 
which sets the soul free. ‘ Hritis sicut 
Deus.’ 

It was no small honor for a single 
plant to have furnished the wreath of 
Bacchus, the wood of his cup, emblem- 
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atic of the human body containing 
his life-blond, and the material for the 
chest of the great mysteries—meaning 
also the body and the world. I think, 
however, that its philological root may 
also be possibly found in the Greek 
noun kissa, and the verb kisséo, imply- 
ing strange and excessive passionate 
longing. Such yearning would well be- 
come the Bacchante, the wild children 
of desire and of Nature. It is longing 
or desire which leads to renewing life, 
which constitutes love, which flash3 
like fire and light through the beauti- 
ful,;and pours forth the wine, and 
breaks the bread, and causes the rose- 
blush to bloom, and the nymphs to cry 
amid the mountains, Hooé Bacche ! 
Coming down from the pagan mys- 
teries into lower and more literal forms, 
the Ivy preserved two meanings. lt 
was already the vine of life, and the 
early Christians laid it in the coffins of 
their departed, as the emblem of a new 
life in Christ.* It had hung upon the 
limbs of naked nymphs, convulsed in 
passionate orgies, as a type of vitality 
renewed by pleasure—it was now 
wreathed at Christmas-tide over quaint 
columns and tracery-laden Gothic win- 
dows and arches, as a sign—they knew 
not exactly of what—but guessed, nat- 
urally enough, and rightly, that it typi- 
fied as an undying winter-plant the res- 
urrection. And they sang its praises 
in many a brave carol : 
Ivy, chief of trees it is, 
Veni coronaberis. 
The most worthy she is in town,— 
He who says other says amiss; 
Worthy is she to bear the crown: 
Veni coronaberis. 
Ivy is soft and meek of speech, 
Against all woe she bringeth bliss ; 
Happy is he that may her reach : 
Veni coronaberis. 





**Hedera quo que vel laurus et hujusmodi, que 
semper servant virorem, in sarcophago corpori sub- 
sternantur, ad significandum. quod qui moriuntur 
in Christo, vivere non desinant; nam licet mundo 
moriantur secundum tamen secundum 
animam vivunt et reviviseant in Deo..—Duzanpvus, 
Ration. Div. Offic, lid. vil, cap. 85. 














Ivy is green, of color bright, 
Of all trees the chief she is; 

And that I prove will now be right : 

Veni coronaberis. 

Ivy, she beareth berries black ; 
God grant to all of us his bliss, 

For then we shall nothing lack : 

Veni coronaberis. 


Very quaint is the following frag- 
ment : 
Holly and Ivy made a great party, 
Who should have the mastery 
In lands where they go. 


Then spake Holly, ‘I am fierce and jolly, 
I will have the mastery 
In lands where ys go.’ 


Then spake Ivy, ‘I am loud and proud, 
And I will have the mastery 
In lands where we go.’ 
Then spake Holly, and bent him down on his 
knee, 
‘I pray thee, gentle Ivy, 
Essay me no villany 
In lands woere we go. 
Old Christmas Carol. 
*Good wine needs no bush,’ says an 
old proverb; but is it generally known 
that the ‘bush’ in question, used as a 
sign for wine, was a bunch of Ivy? The 
custom went from Greece to Italy, from 
Italy to Germany, and so on westward. 
Very different is this use of the ever- 
green vine in taverns, from that of 
adorning churches—the one meaning a 
mere invitation to drink, while the 
other reminds the believer that, as the 
(Ivy lives through the bitter winter, so 
shall our souls endure through cold 
death and live again in Christ, even as 
He passed through the grave to live in 
‘eternal bloom.’ Yet to those who 
have mastered the legend of Bacchus, 
there is no absolute difference between 
the two, when studied with regard to 
their origin. (It is worth remarking 
that among the ancients the impres- 
sion prevailed that the Ivy was the 
plant of joyo of triumphant 
strength, pnd of lifeleven as Bacchus 
was the lord of joy. (And at a later 
day, long after the association with 
genial Bacchus was forgotten, the Ivy 
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in popular lay and legend, and quaint 
custom and holiday rite, still by some 
inexplicable association always seemed 
to the multitude to be sweet and gentle, 
noble and dear. } It is such a feeling of 
love, derived from old traditions and 
old worships, long forgotten, which 
makes the stork and the house-cricket 
and the robin and dragon-fly and swal- 
low so dear to children and grown 
people in many parts of Europe. The 
rose is gone, but the perfume still 
lingers in the old leaves of the manu- 
script. And the reader who compre- 
hends this may also comprehend the 
tender affection for the Ivy expressed 
in the old Christmas carols which I 
have quoted, and which, without such 
comprehension, seem absurd enough; 
while with it, they appear truly beauti- 
ful and touching. 
(As the symbol of a joyous faith, the 
Ivy seems to have been especially re- 
pugnant to the Hebrews, whose stern 
monotheism admitted few attributes to 
the Deity save those of tremendous 
power, vengeance, and gloom. So we 
find (Maccabees, book ii., c. 6., v. 7) that 
it was regarded by them as most hor- 
rible that,‘in the day of the king’s 
birth, every month, they were brought, 
by bitter constraint, to eat of the sacri- 
fices ; and, when the feast of Bacchus 
was kept, the Jews were compelled to 
go in procession to Bacchus, carrying 
Ivy. A dislike to this emblem of 
heathen joy seems, however, to have 
clung to them through all changes of 
faith—a fact apparently well known to 
Ptolemy Philopater, king of Egypt, 
who ordered that all the Jewish rene- 
gades who had abjured their religion 
should be branded with an Ivy-leaf. 
When the reader who may be inter- 
ested in the architecture of the middle 
ages meets in its tracery, as he often 
must, the Ivy-leaf, let him recall that 
here is a symbol which was not used 
unthinkingly by the Free Masons, who 
seldom lost an opportunity to bring for- 
ward their orientally derived Nature- 
lore. In fact, the whole mass and body 
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of medisval architectural emblems pre- were to come after them, in leaf or 
sents nothing less than a protest of Na- other character, their hatred of the 
ture and life, independence and in- tyrant, and their unfailing conviction 
telligence, knowledge and joyousness, of the Great Truth. Gop bless them 
against the gloomy prison of form and all! I- have studied for hours their 
tyranny which held Truth in chains. solemn symbols—each a cry for free- 
The stone Ivy-leaf carved on the cap- dom and a prayer for tight; and when 
itals of old cathedrals was as revivinga I thought of the gloom and cruelty 
symbol to the heart of the Initiated as and devilishness of the foul age which 
was the living Ivy on the walls with- pressed around them, I wondered that 
out, green and beautiful among mid- they, knowing what they did, could 
winter’s snow. It has been well con- have lived—ay, lived and sung and 
jectured by a German writer (Stmz- givenasoultoart. And, understanding 
euitz, Archeologie der Baukunst der them in spirit and in truth, every Ivy- 
Griechen und Romer, Weimar, 1801, I leaf carved by them seemed the whole 
Theil, § 268), that the relation of the Prometheus bound and unbound—yes, 
Ivy to Bacchus was probably the cause all poems of truth, all myths, all reli- 
why it was so frequently introduced by gion. 

the Greeks among the architectural or- § And as it is the leaf of life, so is it by 
naments of their temples; a very natur- that very fact the leaf of death; for 
al conjecture, when we remember that it death is only the water of life. And 
was a firm conviction in the early faith, in this sense we find a rare beauty in 
even of India, that where the Ivy was the poem by Mrs. Hemans, though she 
found, the god had literally been. The saw its truth, not through the dim glass 
same bold spirit of tradition which of tradition, but by direct communion 
brought into the very bosom of the with Nature. 

church so much genial, latent heresy 

and heathen daring, kept. the Ivy alive 

—for Nature and Truth will live, and OCCASIONED BY RECEIVING A LEAF GATHERED 

man will have his Jian Js, who IN THE CASTLE OF RHEINFELS. 

will hope for him and en dawn, Oh! how could fancy crown with thee, 

though buried in the deepest night and In ancient days, the god of wine, 

lost among horrible dreams and ghastly And bid thee of the benquet be, 

. . Companion of the vine? 

incubi. A French writer on medieval Thy home, wild plant, is where each sound 

art * has declared that anexcellent work —_ Of revelry hath long been o’er; 

might be written on the foliage of Where song’s full notes once peal’d around, 
Christian architecture, but regrets that | But now are heard no more. 

tho relations of the leaves as employed The Roman, on his battle plains, 

—or, in fact, the law guiding their em- Where kings before his aoe bent, 

ployment —should be unintelligible. Entwined thee, with exulting strains, 

Let them be studied according to their = Around the victor’s tent; 

symbolical and antique meaning, and Yet there, though fresh in glossy green, 

they will seem clear as legible letters; Triumphantly thy boughs might wave— 

Better thou lov’st the silent scene 

and to those who can read them, the 4 .ound the victor’s grave. 

gloomy Gothic piles will ray forth a 

strange and beautiful light—the sympa- Where sleep the sons of ages flown, 

thetic light of congenial minds long _ The bards and heroes of the past, 

passed away, yet who did not vanish Where through the halls of glory gone, 


Murmurs the wintry blast ; 
ere they had breathed out to those who Where years are hastening to eff 
Each record of the grand and fair— 
* Berry, Dictionnaire de 0 Architecture du Thou, in thy solitary grace, 
Moyen Age. Paris, 1845. Wreath of the tomb! art there. 


TO THE IVY. 





The Ivy. 


Oh! many a temple, once sublime 
Beneath a blue Italian sky, 
Hath nought of beauty left by time, 
Save thy wild tapestry. 
And, reared midst crags and clouds, ’tis thine 
To wave where banners waved of yore, 
O’er towers that crest the noble Rhine, 
Along his rocky shore. 


High from the fields of air look down 
Those eyries of a vanished race, 
Homes of the mighty, whose renown 
Hath passed and left no trace. 
But thou art there—thy foliage bright, 
Unchanged, the mountain storm can brave— 
Thou that wilt climb the loftiest height, 
And deck the humblest grave. 


The breathing forms of Parian stone, 
That rise round grandeur’s marble halls ; 
The vivid hues by painting thrown 
Rich o’er the glowing walls ; 
Th’ acanthus on Corinthian fanes, 
In sculptured beauty waving fair— 
These perished all—and what remains ? 
—Thou, thou alone art there. 


*Tis still the same—where’er we tread, 
The wrecks of human power we see, 
The marvel of all ages fled, 
Left to decay and thee. 
And still let man his fabrics rear, 
August in beauty, grace, and strength,— 
Days pass, thou ‘Ivy never sere,’ * 
And all is thine at length. 


There was a strange old belief that 
Ivy leaves worn as a garland prevented 
intoxication, that wine was less excit- 
ing when drunk from a cup of its wood, 
and that these cups had finally the sin- 
gular property of separating water from 
wine by filtration, when the two were 
mingled—or, as it is expressed by Mr- 
zALDus Monuucranvs in his delight- 
fully absurd ‘ Centuries,’ t ‘a cup of Ivy, 
called cissybius, is especially fitted for 
two reasons, for feasts: firstly, because 

*Ivy is said to banish drunkenness; and 
secondly, because by it the frauds of 


** Ye myrtles brown, and ivy never sere.’ 
Miton’s Lycidas, 

+‘Poculum ex hedera, cissybiam dictum, ra- 
tione duplici conviviis summé est accomodum: 
imprimis, quod hedera vini temulantiam. arcere 
fertur: deinde qudd cauponum fraudes, qui vinum 
aqua miscent, eo poculo deprehenduntur.’'—Memo- 
rabilium, Utilium ac Jucundorum Centuria No- 
com, &c. Paris, 1566, 
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tavern keepers, who mix wine with 
water, are detected.’ It is worth re 
marking, in connection with this, that, 
according to Loupon (Arboretum a@ 
Fruticetum Brittanicum, c. 59), the wood 
of the Ivy is, when newly cut, really 
useful as a filter, though it is highly 
improbable that anything like a com- 
plete analysis of mingled water and 
wine can be effected by it. 

It may interest the literary critic, 
should he be ignorant of the fact, to 
know that the golden-berried Ivy— 
worn by Apollo ere he adopted the 
Daphnean laurel—is the plant conse- 
crated to his calling. Witness Pope: 


‘Immortal Vida, on whose honored brow 
The poet’s bays and critic’s Ivy grow.’ 


Perhaps it is given to the critics to 
remind them that they should be kindly 
sheltering and warmly protecting to 
poor poets and others, who may be 

y cheered by a little kindness. 
For there is an old legend that the 
Druids decorated dwelling places with 
Ivy and holly during the winter, ‘ that 
the sylvan spirits might repair to them, 
and remain unnipped with frost and 
cold winds, until a milder season had 
renewed the foliage of their darling 
abodes.) (Dr. CHANDLER, Travels in 
Greece.) Think of this when ye ink 
your pens for the onslaught ! 

It is worth noting that in two or 
three ‘Dream Books’ the Ivy is set 
down as indicating ‘long-continued 
health, and new friendships ’—an ex- 
planation quite in keeping with its an- 
cient symbolism, and still more with its 
most literal and apparent meaning of 
attachment. This latter sense has given 
poet and artist many a fine figure and 
image. ‘ Nothing, says St. Prerre in 
his Studies of Nature, {can separate the 
Ivy from the tree which it has once em- 
braced : # clothes it with its own leaves 
in that inclement season when its dark 
boughs are covered with hoar frost. 
’'The faithful companion of its destiny, it 
falls when the tree is cut down: death 
itself does not relax its grasp; and it 
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continues to adorn with its verdure the 
dry trunk that once supported it.’ 

And of the golden-berried Ivy, Spen- 
ser sings : 


* Emongst the rest, the clamb’ring Ivy grew, 
Knitting his wanton arms with grasping 
hold, 


Lest that the poplar happely should rew 
Her brother’s strokes, whose boughs she 
doth enfold 
With her lythe twigs, till they the top survew 
And paint with pallid green her buds of 
gold.’ 


' Madame Dz Gen 1s tells us of a true- 
hearted friend, who clung to a fallen 
minister of state, through good and ill 
fortune, and followed him into exile, 
that he adopted for a ‘ device’ a fallen 
oak tree thickly wound with Ivy, and 
with the motto: ‘ His fall cannot free 
me from him.’ An ‘emblem’ of the 
later middle age expresses undying con- 
jugal love in a like manner, by a fallen 
tree wound around with Ivy, beneath 
which is the inscription in Spanish : ‘ Se 
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no la vida porque la ? (Rapowrrz, 
Gesammelte Schriften.) (A not uncom- 
mon seal gives us the Ivy with the mot- 
to: ‘I die where I attach myself;’ while 
yet another of the ivied fallen trees de- 
a that ‘Even ruin cannot separate 
us. 

Ivy is the badge of the clan Gordon, 
and of all who bear that name. In con- 
clusion, lest my readers should object 
that the subject, though eminently sug- 
gestive, has been treated entirely with- 
out a jest, I will cite a quaint répartee, 
shockingly destructive of the sentiment 
just cited : 

‘Woman,’ said a lovelorn youth, ‘is 
like Ivy—the more you are ruined, the 
closer she clings to you.’ 

‘ And the closer she clings to you, the 
sconer you are ruined,’ replied an old 
cynic of a bachelor. 

Poor man! He had never realized 
the truth of the French saying, that to 
enjoy life, there is nothing like being 
ruined a little. 


THE MISHAPS OF MISS HOBBS. 


*New beauties push her from the stage; 


She trembles at the 





pproach of age ; 


And starts, to view the altered face 
That wrinkles at her in her glass.’ 


CHAPTER I. 

Axx Harriet Hosss was getting 
cured of her youth. ‘She was going 
backward,’ as the French say of people 
when Time is running forward, and 
they themselves are being forwarded a 
little too rapidly by his Express. All 
the ladies said so of her; all the 
gentlemen said so; and, worse than 
all, even the mirror made similar re- 
flections a little—the only difference 
being that the ladies and gentlemen 
said so behind her back, but the mir- 
ror expressed it before her face. One 
by one her sisters and companions 


TrumBvct's Progress of Dulness. 


ripened and were plucked by the ad- 
miring crowd, but Ann Harriet re- 
mained untouched. No one even 
pinched her to see if she were good. 
And finally, as the throng were rapid- 
ly passing on, it became her settled® 
conviction that she must shake herself 
into some one’s hands, or she would be 
left to wither forsaken on the ancestral 
tree. 
Ann Harriet, like some patent medi- 
cines, was not bad to take. True, chil- 
dren did not cry for her as they did 
for the famous cough lozenges of old; 
but the fact was, that in Peonytown 
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most of the people were hommopa- 
thists, and preferred small doses ; there- 
fore Ann Harriet, who was popularly 
reported to weigh three hundred and 
one pounds—vires acquirit eundo—was 
altogether too large a dose for any 
gentleman of the homeopathic persua- 
sion. Possibly, if Ann Harriet could 
have been divided into twin sisters of 
about one hundred and fifty pounds 
each, her matrimonial chances would 
have greatly increased ; for however it 
may have been in years past, this put- 
ting two volumes into one is not at all 
popular at the present duo-decimal 
time. 

Business, too, was dull in Peony- 
town, and the men could not afford to 
marry a wife who would require twen- 
ty-five yards for a dress, when they 
could get one that ten yards would 
cover up. 

Miss Hobbs’s twenty-sixth birthday 
was approaching. She could see it in 
the dim distance, and she knew too 
well that the twenty-seventh was ready 
to follow it up; and that Time stepped 
heavier than he used to—the clumsy 
fellow; for, ‘handsome’ as she was, 
she could see the marks of his feet on 
her face. 

Ann Harriet had an uncle residing 
in Boston, whom she had never seen, 
but had often heard him favorably 
spoken of by her mother, whose only 
brother he was. Ann therefore deter- 
mined that she would write to her 
Uncle Farnsworth, and ask him if it 
would be agreeable should she visit 
him for a few weeks. 

Her letter met with a cordial re- 
sponse from the old gentleman, who 
expressed himself ‘highly gratified at 
the prospect’ of seeing his sister’s 
daughter; named the day for her to 
come, and said that Gregory, his son, 
would meet her at the railroad station 
in Boston, when the train arrived. 

Ann Harriet had never been in Bos- 
ton, and the thoughts of a journey 
thither animated her ‘to a degree.’ 
Her wardrobe was renovated; a bran- 
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new bonnet was purchased ; and as all 
Peonytown was informed that it was 
to be deprived of her presence for sev- 
eral weeks, the ‘meeting-house’ was 
of course filled on the following Sun- 
day to hear Parson Bulger preach about 
it ; for he was one of the new-fashioned 
ministers, who considered the Bible 
as a wornout book, and generally 
preached from a newspaper text, or 
the last exciting piece of news. Alas! 
they were disappointed; for the ser- 
mon was on Barnum’s Baby Show. 

The appointed day came, and Ann 
Harriet paid Seth Bullard, the butcher's 
boy, a quarter of a dollar to ‘carry’ 
her and her luggage over to the Yel- 
lowfield depot, where she was to take 
the cars for Boston. She bore in her 
hand a rhubarb pie, nicely tied up in a 
copy of the Peonytown Clarion, which 
was intended as a gift for her Aunt 
Farnsworth. It was a pie she made 
with her own hands, and would have 
taken a prize for size at any cattle 
show. 

After asking engineer, brakeman, and 
conductor which they thought the 
safest car, and getting a different an- 
swer from each, she finally ensconced 
herself in the third car from the en- 
gine. Opening the window, her atten- 
tion was attracted by a neat tin sign, 
on which was painted, ‘Look out for 
Pickpockets !° 

‘Now, that is kind,’ said she, ‘to 
give people notice. I forgot all about 
pickpockets. I would really like to 
see some, and will certainly look out 
for them.” 

She accordingly thrust her head and 
neck out of the car window, and 
looked sharply at the bystanders. 
While engaged in this detective ser- 
vice, the signal was given, and the cars 
started, when Miss Hobbs, thinking it 
was needless to keep up a longer look- 
out, reéntered, and was surprised to 
find a nice-looking young man by her 
side. He wore a heavy yellow watch- 
guard, yellow kid gloves, and a mous- 
tache to match, patent-leather boots, a 
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poll-parrot scarf, and a brilliant breast- 
pin. Ann Harriet was delighted to 
have such a companion; and her wish 
that he would enter into conversation 
was soon gratified. 

‘Travelling far?’ asked ‘the city- 
looking chap.’ 

- * Yes, sir; Iam going to my uncle’s, 

in Boston,’ replied Ann Harriet. 

‘Taking a vacation, I suppose?’ 
continued he of the yellow kids. 

[‘How delightful!’ thought Miss 
‘Hobbs ; ‘he takes me for a boarding- 
school girl.’] 

‘For a few weeks,’ replied she, with 
a bland smile; and dropping her black 
lace veil to improve her really fine 
complexion, knowing, as well as Shak- 
speare, that 


* Beauty, blemished once, is ever lost, 
In spite of physic, painting, pains, and cost.’ 


‘Is not this Miss Hobbs, of Peony- 
town ?’ suddenly asked the proprietor 
of the patent leathers, after a few min- 
utes’ conversation. 

‘Why! yes; how did you know?’ 
was Ann Harriet’s reply. 

‘Oh, I had a friend as went to the 
academy in Peonytown, and he always 
kept me posted up on the pretty girls; 
and he talkgd about you so often, I 
knew it must be Miss Hobbs,’ was the 
flattering answer. 

‘How strange!’ thought Ann Har- 
riet. ‘ Well, it proves that I am not 


_ wholly overlooked by the young men 


of my native village.’ She did not 
remember that she carried a little 
satchel, on which the stranger had 
read, ‘ANN Harriet Hosss, Peony- 
town.’ 

At this time a boy entered the car 
with a supply of ice water for thirsty 
passengers. In handing a glassful to 
Miss Hobbs, he spilled a part on the 
floor. 

‘ What a waste!’ remarked he. 

Ann Harriet blushed deep crimson 
—fat folks are always sensitive—and, 
with a grave, fat, solemn air, she said : 

‘I think you are quite rude, sir.’ 
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‘I'd like to know how?’ inquired 
he, with a look of surprise. 

‘By making remarks on my waist, 
sir. No gentleman would be guilty of 
such an offence,’ replied the indignant 
lady. 
Fortunately, the train at this junc- 

ture stopped at a way station, and the 
yellow moustache, poll-parrot scarf, and 
kid gloves got out, first bowing very 
politely to their late companion. Ann 
Harriet was a little sorry to have their 
inmate go, but consoled herself with 
the thought that he was altogether too 
familiar. 

About fifteen miles farther on, an 
orange boy made his appearance ; and 
Ann, thinking an orange would moist- 
en her throat, felt for her portemon- 
naie, and found it not; for, while she 
was so intently looking out for pick- 
pockets at Yellowfield, her agreeable 
companion had appropriated her cash, 
by looking in her pocket. 

‘There! that dandy villain has 
robbed me of my wallet, with fifteen 
dollars in it, and the receipt for Sally 
Lunn cake I was going to give Aunt 
Farnsworth !’ exclaimed she, placidly. 
Stout folks bear disasters calmly. Luck- 
ily, she had two or three dollars in her 
satchel, which she had received from 
the ticket master when she purchased 
her ticket, so she was not entirely 
bankrupt. Some of the passengers at- 
tempted to sympathize with her, but 
they found it a thankless task, and 
soon desisted. 

Ann Harriet, her griefs digested, 
drew herself into as compact a com- 
pass as possible, and in a few minutes 
was fast asleep. 

The cars rolled, in due time, into the 
noisy station at Boston, and our travel- 
ler, after much exertion and trepida- 
tion, safely reached the platform, with 
her rhubarb pie unharmed. She looked 
anxiously arcund for her cousin Greg- 
ory, whom she had never seen, save in 
his carte de visite, and by that she found 
him in a few minutes. Gregory was 
a handsome man, quite young, and 





The Mishaps of Miss Hobbs. 


dressed in a neat suit of light clothes, 
donned that afternoon for the first time. 
He had never seen his cousin, and was 
therefore not a little surprised when the 
corpulent beauty introduced herself as 
Miss Ann Harriet Hobbs, of Peony- 
town. Gregory had come down to the 
station with a light buggy, in which 
he intended to convey his fair relative 
home, but at the first glance saw that 
it would be disastrous both to the bug- 
gy and Ann Harriet to attempt any 
such feat. He therefore escorted her 
to a hack, and left her a moment. 
While he was gone, Ann Harriet, who 
had forgotten all her troubles in the 
contemplation of riding home with her 
handsome cousin, laid the rhubarb pie 
on the opposite seat of the carriage, 
reserving the place by her side for 
Gregory. But this gentleman, not feel- 
ing sure that he would find room by 
the side of his massive cousin, when 
he entered the carriage, sat hastily 
down opposite her. Crash went the 
Peonytown Claricn, and ‘sqush’ went 
the juicy rhubarb, completely saturat- 
ing Gregory’s new garments, Ann 
Harriet gave a loud shriek, exclaiin- 
ing: ‘Oh! you have spoilt that nice 
pie that I made for Aunt Priscilla, 
from Mrs. Wilkins’s receipt.’ 

‘Hang Mrs. Wilkins’s receipt!’ ex- 
claimed Gregory, who was imperturb- 
able. ‘Ithink I shail have to get some 
one to reseat my pantaloons.’ 

There was nothing to be done but to 
drive home as quickly as possible. The 
hackman was paid for the damage to 
his vehicle, and Gregory hastened up 
stairs to resume the old suit which only 
a few hours before he had thrown aside 
disdainfully. 

Ann Harriet found her uncle’s family 
all that she expected. They found her 
a little more than they expected. Every- 
thing was done to make her comfort- 
able. Aunt Farnsworth condoled with 
her niece on the loss of her money, and 
the receipt for Sally Lunn cake. They 
brought a fan to cool her, and placed a 
footstool for her feet. Hercousin Miran- 
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da exhibited a photograph album con- 
taining all the family likenesses, besides 
a number they had purchased to fill up 
the book, such as the Prince of Wales, 
McClellan, Stonewall Jackson, Beaure- 
gard, and Butler. All this comforted 
her greatly, and Ann Harriet was much 
interested, but was obliged to inquire 
which were fighting for the North, and 
which for the South—‘she had heard 
something about it, but was not 
thoroughly informed,’—for, to tell the 
truth, the only medium for news in 
Peonytown was the Clarion, and the 
only portion of even that which Ann 
Harriet attended to was the deaths, 
marriages, and dry goods. 

The remainder of the day passed 
quietly, and the hour for retiring ap- 
proached. Before Ann Harriet’s ar- 
rival, it had been arranged that she 
should share Miranda’s bed ; but it was 
now very evident that Ann would get 
very much more than her share, and it 
was therefore decided to give her a bed 
to herself. A lamp was brought, and 
Aunt Farnsworth escorted her to her 
room, and bade her good night. Ann 
Harriet had the usual share of curiosity 
which all females—even plump ones— 
possess ; and wishing to know how a 
Boston street appeared in the evening, 
she hoisted the curtain with a vigorous 
jerk, and looked forth: it was not a 
very beautiful scene; long rows of 
brick houses stretched away on either 
side, relieved at intervals by the street 
lamps and loafers, which, as they ap- 
peared at a distance, reminded her of a 
torchlight procession she had witnessed 
once in Peonytown, when the Hickory 
Club turned out with twenty torches 
and a colored lantern. Having satisfied 
her eyes with the view, she attempted 
to draw down the curtain, and found 
that it would not move. She had pulled 
it up so vigorously that the cord had 
slipped from the wheel, and rendered 
the curtain immovable. By stepping 
on a chair she could, indeed, reach and 
adjust it; but the only chairs in the 
room were cane-seated, and seemed al- 








58 The Mishaps of Miss Hobbs. 
together too fragile for such a weighty The mischievous young men opposite 


lady as Ann Harriet. To add to her 
perplexity, the dwelling directly oppo- 
site was a boarding house, full of young 
men; and she noticed that one or two 
of them had already discovered her, 
and that the news was probably being 
communicated to all their fellow board- 
ers, for in a very few minutes every 
window had two or more spectators 
at it, armed with opera or eye glasses, 
while one saucy fellow had a telescope 
three feet long. What to do she did 
not know: there was but one window 
in the room, and no recess into which 
her portly beauty could retreat. Once 
more she tried the curtain, giving it a 
forcible twitch, and this time it came 
down—but the whole fixture came with 
it, and, after striking her on the head, 
slid out of the window into the street, 
much to the amusement of the specta- 
tors opposite. 

Here was a dilemma—and what would 
her aunt say? She had to give up all 
hope of excluding the gaze of her im- 
pudent neighbors. Poor damsel! She 
would have asked assistance of some of 


the family, but they had all been asleep- 


some time, and she disliked to disturb 
them. Finally, she decided to extin- 
guish her, light and undress in bed—a 
difficult undertaking, which was, how- 
ever, accomplished, with the loss of 
. sundry strings and buttons; and Ann 
Harriet laid her wearied head on the 
pillow, and thought her troubles for 
that day were over. But Sleep forsakes 
the wretched, and her eyes would not 
‘stay shut.’ While coaxing them to 
‘stay down,’ she was startled by a flash 
of light on the wall and an explosion, 
then another, and then a third, accom- 
panied by a shower of gravelly sub- 
stance in her face and eyes. Miss 
Hobbs, as we have seen, was 
«A woman naturally born to fears,’ 

and this sudden and inexplicable ex- 
hibition of fireworks in her chamber 
almost burst the strings of her night 
cap, by causing her curly black hair to 
stand on end. 





had procured a sarbacane — vulgarly 
known as a ‘ bean-blower,—and were 
shooting torpedoes into Ann Harriet’s 
chamber. Not daring to rise to shut 
the window, she was wholly at their 
mercy ; but fortunately their stock of 
ammunition was limited to half a dozen 
pellets, and in a few minutes the bom- 
bardment ceased. 

About midnight Ann Harriet fell into 
a deep slumber, and when she awoke 
the broad sunshine was illuminating 
her chamber, while the rattling of teams 
along the paved streets reminded her 
that she was in the great metropolis of 
New England. She missed the green 
foliage and healthy perfume and bird 
songs of her pleasant country home : 
all she could see was a combination of 
bricks, slate, and stone ; and not a green 
thing was visible in the street, save a 
few Irish servants, who were washing 
off the doorsteps and sidewalks. In 
the middle of the cobble stones lay the 
curtain which had fallen during the 
scene of the previous evening, muddy 
and torn, its sticks broken by the heavy 
wagons which had passed over it. A 
glance at the hostile boarding-house 
assured her that all was quiet there ; so, 
after arranging her dress with studied 
nicety, and disposing her hair in the 
most enchanting style—and Ann Har- 
riet was really neat and winsome—she 
descended to the breakfast room. Her 
cousin Gregory was the only person 
present—he sat by the window, read- 
ing. After the customary greeting, 
Ann Harriet inquired what interested 
him. 

‘I have been glancing over an article 
called ‘Ludicrous Exaggerations,’ in 
Leigh Hunt’s Indicator, replied Greg- 
ory, with a mischievous twinkle in his 
eyes. 

Ann Harriet did not notice any point 
to this remark, but said: ‘I do not re- 
member having seen that book.’ 

‘What have you been reading late- 
ly ?’ pursued Gregory. 

‘Oh! I have begun a splendid book 
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that Mrs. Orrin Pendergast lent me ; I 
have forgotten who wrote it, but its 
name is ‘The Bloody Butcher’s Bride; 
or, The Demon of Dandelion Dell.’ 

Here Gregory was so impolite as to 
burst into a. loud laugh, much to the 
discomfiture of Ann Harriet, who was 
on the point of describing a thrilling 
scene in the story. 

‘I see nothing to laugh at,’ remarked 
she, solemnly ; ‘it is a very nice book, 
Cousin Gregory. Why, some parts of it 
were so powerful that it made me trem- 
ble all over.’ 

‘It must have been powerful,’ said 
Gregory, drily. 

*You’re a saucy fellow,’ said his cous- 
in. ‘But, by the way, where is that 
new suit that was damaged yesterday ? 
You do not look so stylish this morn- 

’ 

‘Stylish? I hope not. I hate that 
word ; it is only fit to be applied to 
pigs; they always look sty-lish,’ replied 
Gregory. 

The door opened, and the rest of the 
family appeared, much to Ann Harriet’s 
discomfort, for she liked her cousin, 
and was just thinking how she could’ 
make an impression upon him. The 
surest way would have been to sit in 
his lap. 

They seated themselves at the table, 
when the customary question came 
from Aunt Farnsworth : 

‘How did you rest last night, Ann 
Harriet ?’ , 

This, of course, called forth the his- 
‘tory of the mishapsshe had experi- 
enced, and the indignation of her uncle 
and aunt was great when they heard 
how the occupants of the boarding 
house had behaved. 

‘Those young men over there are 
Boarder Ruffians,’ remarked Gregory. 

‘Mercy !’ exclaimed his fat cousin ; 
‘if I had known that, I shouldn’t have 
slept a wink all night. I have heard 
Miss Pendergast tell about those awful 
men: she had a sister out in Kansas, 
and a parcel of Border Ruffians came to 
her house one Sabbath day and ate up 
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everything she had, and then carried 
off her cow and five pullets.’ 

‘ What cow-ardly and chicken-heart- 
ed fellows, to rob a poor woman in that 
manner |’ remarked Gregory, grimly. 

‘Oh yes,’ said Ann Harriet; ‘and 
they spit tobacco juice all over her 
clean floor, and whittled all over the 
hearth, and told her it was lucky for 
her that she was a widow, for if she 
hadn’t been, they would have made her 
one. I should think you would feel 
dreadfully to have a whole houseful 
right opposite.’ 

‘We do feel pretty dreadfully, re- 
plied Gregory ; ‘ often.’ 

‘Miranda, you must ‘have a little 
company while your cousin is here, and 
make her acquainted with some of the 
ladies and gentlemen of the city,’ said 
Aunt Farnsworth. 

‘I should like to, very much, mother ; 
and if you are willing, I will set about 
it immediately after breakfast ; and per- 
haps I can arrange things so as to have 
it to-morrow night,’ was Miranda’s re- 
ply. 

This suggestion was eagerly seconded 
by Gregory, who always enjoyed the 
social parties that his sister had a pe- 
culiar knack in getting up at short no- 
tice. 

Their pleasant anticipations of the 
soirée were suddenly checked by quite 
a.melancholy mishap to the solid Ann 
Harriet. In reaching forward to re- 
ceive a cup of coffee from her aunt, she 
was obliged to rise a little from her 
seat. Now, the chair in which she 
was sitting had been broken the day 
before and was glued together, strong 
enough for any ordinary usage, but 
wholly inadequate to sustain such a 
weight as now taxed it; so when Ann 
‘set back’ into the furniture, the al- 
ready strained joints came apart, and 
she felt herself descending to the floor ; 
to save herself, she clung to the edge 
of the table, but, of course, that was no 
support ; on the contrary, it tilted up 
and launched its whole contents over 
the prostrate form of the unfortunate 
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Ann Harriet. There she lay, pinned to 
the floor by the heavy table, while her 
face and neck and dress were covered 
with butter, gooseberry pie, hot coffee, 
broken eggs, and slices of fried ham. 
The carpet was in a similar condition, 
and the Old Dominion coffeepot was 
found expiring under the sofa. 

Mr. Farnsworth, in an attempt to save 
the table from going over, lost his own 
balance, and fell flounder-flat on the 
floor, where he lay shuddering, with 
his hair in a dish of Shaker apple- 
sauce: the rest of the family escaped 
unscathed, but were sadly astonished 
at the sudden turn things had taken. 

Mr. Farnsworth and Gregory raised 
the fallen table to its former position, 
and Miranda set about collecting the 
scattered dishes. 

‘I knew that we were going to 
breakfast, but I did not think we 
should break so fast as that,’ remarked 
Gregory, ruefully. 

Ann Harriet, up to this time, had re- 
tained her consciousness, when it sud- 
denly occurred to her that, in the sto- 
ries she had read, the heroines always 
fainted when anything unusual hap- 
pened ; so she shut up her eyes and be- 
gan to gasp, just as her uncle and cous- 
in were about to assist her to her feet. 

‘She is faint ; get some water, quick |’ 
exclaimed Miranda. 

Gregory seized the ‘Old Dominion,’ 
and dashed what coffee there was left 
in it on Ann’s face, then threw on all 
the cream in the pitcher, and wound 
up his frightful orgie by emptying over 
her locks a lot of brown sugar from a 
bowl which stood near. The effect 
was that the faint damsel ‘came to’ 
very fast, and requested to be helped 
up. Her aspect was remarkably ludi- 
crous; the moistened sugar, clinging 
to her hair and plastering up her eyes, 
caused so much mirth on Gregory’s part 
that he could hardly restrain it within 
the bounds of politeness. 

‘Oh, do help me up!’ implored Ann 
Harriet. 

Easier said than done. 


Mr. Farns- 
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worth took hold of one arm, and Greg- 
ory the other, but their united effort 
was not sufficient. Mr. Farnsworth 
had but recently recovered from an 
attack of the rheumatism—and apple 
sauce—and was by no means strong 
enough for such work ; while Gregory 
was so full of laughter that it deprived 
him of half his strength. After one or 
two futile attempts, Miranda had a 
happy thought: she ran into the parlor 
and brought out half a dozen thick vol- 
umes of music; then Gregory and his 
father lifted Ann Harriet as far as they 
could at one effort, while Miranda 
pushed a book under; at the next lift, 
a second book was inserted, and this 
movement was repeated until Ann was 
seated—alto and allegro—on a pile of 
six large music books. Aunt Farns- 
worth then brought a basin of water, 
and carefully bathed her niece’s face, 
removing all traces of the catastrophe, 
in which she was assisted by a copious 
flood of tears from Ann’s eyes—so copi- 
ous, indeed, that Gregory guessed there 
would be a rainbow when she ceased. 

In about twenty minutes ‘things 
“were put as near to rights as possible,’ 
but their appetites, like the breakfast, 
were thoroughly spoilt; so Miranda 
and her cousin went up stairs to make 
their plans for the entertainment, which 
was to be given in honor of the fair 
Peonytowner. This kept them busy all 
day ; for there was shopping to be done, 
pastry and cake to be made, dresses to 
be ‘fixed,’ and other arrangements, 
‘too numerous to mention.’ 

Ann Harriet’s thoughts dwelt inces- 
santly on the appointed evening ; the 
iron would then be hot, and she knew 
that she must strike, or lose a golden 
opportunity for exchanging the deso- 
late monotony of a heavy single life for 
the sparkling, honorable, enviable title 
of wedded wife. 

Surely, Ann Harriet, he who leads 
thee to the altar will possess a brave 
and stout heart—one on whom you, al- 
though fat, can lean, and of whose 
home you, though heavy, will be 
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the light. You will so fill his heart 
that there will be no room for discon- 
tent, melancholy, or any evil or mis- 
chievous visitor. Whoever the fortu- 
nate man may be, you can rest assured 
that you will exceed his greatest expec- 
tations, and he will not attempt to 
exaggerate your charms and attrac- 
tions. 


CHAPTER II. 


‘There was music and mirth in the lighted saloon; 

The measure was merry—our hearts were in 
tune; 

While hand linked with hand in the graceful 
quadrille, 

Bright joy crowned the dance, like the sun on 
the rill, 

And beamed in the dark eyes of coquettes and 
snobs ; 

But the belle of the ball was Ann Harriet Hobbs.’ 

Mrs. Oseoop (with slight variation). 


Bright shone the gas at Mr. Farns- 
worth’s on the evening of the grand 
soirée given for the gratification of Ann. 
Harriet, who was anxious to see some 
of the beaux of Boston. Both of the 
parlor chandeliers were in full blaze, 
much to the delight of Miss Hobbs, 
who, after gazing at them in admira- 
tion, expressed the wish that her friend 
surnamed Pendergast might see such a 
sight. 

‘ That takes the shine all off of Miss 
Pendergasses’ double back-action, self- 
adjusting, anti-corrosive, herring-bone, 
powerloom lamp, don’t it, my dear 
cousin ?’ asked Gregory, who had been 
regaled several times with an account 
of a wonderful lamp that burnt one 
hour at a cost of only ten cents, or ten 
hours at a cost of one cent—Gregory 
never could remember which. 

‘ Now, Gregory, if you bother me so, 
I sha’n’t tell you anything more ; please 
hand me that fan on the table, and tell 
me who that man is by the corner of 
the mantelpiece.’ 

‘That is Captain Dobbs; he is very 
fond of poetry, and has written some, 
too; but it was never published, for the 
editors charged too much for putting it 
into their papers. Sha'l I introduce 
him to you ?’ said Gregory. 
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‘A captain and a poet, too? Oh, 
certainly, I should be delighted to 
know him,’ replied Ann Harriet, who 
began to cool down her countenance by 
a vigorous application of the fan, whife 
Gregory went after the poetical cap- 
tain. He was soon back again, and 
presented him, as follows : 

‘Captain Dobbs, Miss Hobbs; Miss 
Hobbs, Captain Dobbs.’ 

The Captain bowed so low that Ann 
Harriet could see the brass buttons on 
the back of his coat, and then, taking 
her hand, he said, earnestly : 

‘I rejoice exceedingly that our ac- 
quaintance with each other should 
have commenced under such charming 
auspices |’ 

Now, they were standing directly 
under one of the beautiful chandeliers, 
which glistened with brilliant pen- 
dants; and Ann, supposing that the 
gallant Captain alluded to them, ac- 
cordingly replied : 

‘Yes, they are very charming aus- 
pices, and make a beautiful jingle.’ — 

What the Captain really alluded to 
was the rhyming of their names when 
Gregory introduced them; the jingle 
of the rhyme pleased him much, and 
he regarded it as propitious to their fu- 
ture acquaintance: Ann Harriet’s reply 
happened to suit the case precisely, 
and placed her in high estimation with 
the-Captain. 

Drummond Dobbs was about thirty- 
two years of age, a gentleman, and a 
right good fellow, but so very senti- 
mental that few ladies could endure his 
company. Yet was he anxious to please 
the fair sex and be popular with them: 
unfortunately, he supposed that the 
way to be so was to shower on them 
love-sick poetry and sentimental 
speeches ; ‘he wore his heart upon his 
sleeve,’ fell in love with every new face, 
and had been rejected a score of times; 
he comforted himself, however, with 
the very scaly proverb, ‘ there is as good 
fish in the sea as ever was caught,’ and 
—cast in his line for another chance. 
He had tried poor women and rich 





women, young school-girls and elastic 
old maids, brunettes and blondes, but 
all in vain; and the moment he saw 
Ann Harriet he determined to make one 
More attempt to secure a heart that 
should beat for him alone, an ear that 
should be ever on the alert for his foot- 
step, and eyes that should sparkle only 
when he was near. 

Ann Harriet, on her part, saw all in 
Captain Dobbs that she could wish for; 
and she thought that if she could re- 
turn to Peonytown with a live captain 
as her affianced lover, she should be the 
happiest of fat girls. What a sensation 
she would create on Sunday, when she 
went to meeting arm in arm with him, 
and how the folks would stare at his 
bright buttons and shoulder straps! 
She wondered if he would wear a 
‘trainer hat,’ with feathers in it. 

To Captain Dobbs, Ann Harriet 
Hobbs was ‘a devilish fine-looking 
woman ;’ there was something tangible 
in a woman like that, sir; she was not 
one of your flimsy, languid girls, with 
waist like the stem of a goblet. Some- 
body had said, ‘ the nearer the bone the 
sweeter the meat,’ but he did not be- 
lieve-in that ; he wanted a wife, and if 
he could get one twice the size of any 
one else’s, so much the better, by Jove! 

Gregory, with the tact of Young 
America, saw instantly what the result 
of an evening’s interview would be; 
80, telling Dobbs that he would find 
his cousin from Peonytown very in-/at- 
uating, he left them to their own en- 
joyment. 

‘It is very singular,’ remarked the 
Captain, promptly, ‘how much alike 
our names are: Hobbs and Dobbs!’ 

* Yes; but I think that yours is much 
the prettiest ; I always hated the name 
of Hobbs,’ remarked Ann Harriet. 

‘Hate Hobbs? Well, I detest Dobbs; 
but you have the advantage of me, for 
you can change yours without much 
trouble,’ replied the Captain. 

He did not know that Ann Harriet 
had been longer, and at more trouble, 


in trying to get her name changed, 
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than if she had applied to seven legis- 
latures. She blushed deeply, and raised 
her fan to hide the rosy hue—but it 
was a small, round fan, and only par- 
tially concealed her face, leaving a 
crimson disk of two inches around it. 
Captain Dobbs was delighted ; a blush 
to him was a certain proof of maiden 
coyness, and bespoke a heart so full of 
love that every emotion sent it man- 
tling to the face. 

Gregory here returned, to say that 
they were getting up a dance, and Cap- 
tain Dobbs and his cousin must cer- 
tainly join in it. 

‘But I never danced in my life!’ said 
Ann Harriet, innocently. 

‘Oh, never mind that; it is a very 
simple dance—the Virginia Reel ; every 
one can dance that; only do as others 
do,’ replied Gregory. 

Ann Harriet, accepting Captain 
Dobbs’s proffered arm, proceeded to 
the room where the arrangements for 
the dance were progressing.’ 

*T understand that Miss Hobbs is the 
star of this business,’ remarked Mr. 
Pickett to Gregory, as he crammed 
himself behind a bookcase, to allow 
the lady and her escort to go by. 

‘Star?’ repeated Gregory. 
the full moon of the concern.’ 

‘You mean of the firm,’ quoth Pick- 
ett. 

‘Yes,’ replied Gregory, ‘ the full moon 
of the firm; I meant.’ 

The dancers took their places, and a 
merry tune soon set them in motion. 
Ann Harriet watched the others care- 
fully, and soon understood the figure. 
At length her turn came to advance. 
She performed her part very well until 
she came to that step known as dos @ 
dos, and here her good luck forsook 
her ; for, in stepping back, she struck 
with full force her companion, a slim 
young man with shell eyeglasses, and 
sent him forward with an impetus 
which -was only checked by his coming 
in collision with a plaster-of-Paris pe- 
destal, on which stood a bust of General 


Zachary Taylor; his head penetrated 


* Yes; 
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the column, ard the bust came down 
on his back with a thump that nearly 
knocked the breath out of his body. 
His eyeglasses were shattered, his soul 
rent, and his shirt bosom torn asunder. 
The unfortunate youth gathered him- 
self up and retreated to an anteroom, 
where he rearranged his disordered 
clothing ; but was not seen again, hav- 
ing disappeared through a side door 
and hastened home. 

Ann Harriet came out of the collision 
like a second ‘ Monitor,’ unscathed and 
undaunted ; indeed, she was not aware 
that anything unusual had happened 
till she heard the crash, and then was 
surprised to learn that she was the 
cause of the catastrophe. 

When our heroine heard how serious 
the collision had been, she felt much 
disturbed, until Gregory observed that, 
although she had been backward in 
causing the mishap, she should not be 
backward in making what reparation 
she could. 

On this suggestion, Ann Harriet in- 
quired the whereabouts of Mr. Google, 
and learning that he was in an ante- 
room, started in search of him. She 
found herself in the supper room, hur- 
rying across which, she pulled open a 
door on the other side with such a vig- 
orous effort of elephantine strength, as 
to precipitate a waiter, who had just 
caught hold of the handle, headlong 
into the room. The unfortunate servi- 
tor, who was dressed in white cravat 
and black coat, landed under the sup- 
per table, where he lay motionless. 
Ann Harriet made her way back to the 
parlor as quickly as possible, where she 
startled the visitors by exclaiming : 

‘Oh dear, come here, quick! I have 
killed ‘a minister !’ 

Miss Helen Bumpus, who was play- 
ing a quickstep on the pianoforte, ut- 
tered a sharp shriek, which was echoed 
from various parts of the room, and the 
whole company, headed by Captain 
Dobbs, followed Ann Harriet to the 
scene of the disaster. 

When they reached the dining room 
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they found her ‘ minister’ sitting on 
the floor, rubbing his head, and using 
language more appropriate to one of 
Captain Kidd’s profession than to an 
expounder of the gospel. When the 
damaged waiter saw the immense 
crowd entering the room, he vanished 
into the kitchen amid shouts of laugh- 
ter from the assembly, who compre- 
hended at once Miss Hobbs’s error. Ann 
Harriet felt much relieved to find that 
the accident was no worse, and ex- 
plained the mishap to her friends, end- 
ing by inquiring what denomination 
he belonged to. Gregory informed her 
that the individual was not a clergy- 
man, but a lay-man and a waiter. 

Soon after, the guests were requested 
to repair to the supper room, and each 
gentleman chose his partner for the oc- 
casion, Unfortunately for Ann Harriet, 
Captain Dobbs chanced to be at the 
farther end of the room, and before he 
reached the object of his adoration she 
had already accepted the arm of an ex- 
quisite youth with patent eyeglass, 
pink necktie, and tomato - colored 
moustache, The disappointment near- 
ly destroyed Dobbs’s appetite. He had 
intended to be irresistibly attentive to 
Miss Hobbs ; to furnish her with every 
little delicacy the table afforded; and 
now, she must depend upon the languid 
movements of a ‘snob:’ it was too 
bad, by Jove! 

The table was elegantly decorated 
with flowers, and the neatly prepared 
dishes and ministerial waiters present- 
ed a scene which to Ann Harriet’s vis- 
ion was enchanting. 

‘What shall I have the pleasure of 
obtaining for you?’ asked Mr. Struttles 
of Ann Harriet. 

‘Let me seo,’ replied Ann. ‘It’s 
some time since I eat anything, and I 
feel pretty hungry: if you will get me 
a plateful of pandowdy* and some gin 
ger snaps, I shall feel thankful.’ 

Mr. Struttles was a very polite man, 
and would not laugh in a lady’s face 


* Broken-up apple pie. 
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for a farm ; but his tomato-hued mous- 
tache quivered, and he had to frown 
fiercely to conceal the laughter which 
threatened to burst him asunder. 

‘What amuses you so much, Strut ?’ 
asked a friend, who found him a few 
moments later in the entry, giggling 
all by himself. 

‘Oh dear! I shall die!’ he replied, 
shaking with mirth; ‘that fat girl 
asked me to get her something to eat 
that I never heard of: I believe she 
called it slam #lowdy, or rip snap, or 
something like that, and, of course, 
there is nothing of the kind on the 
table.’ 

‘Go and tell her it is all eaten up,’ 
suggested the friend ; ‘ article all sold.’ 

Struttles had not thought of that ; it 
was a good idea, so off he went and 
told Ann Harriet that the object she 
wished had been so fashionable that it 
was all devoured before he reached it. 

‘Oh, well! I had just as lief have 
some gingerbread and a pickle-lime,’ 
was her calm response. 

Struttles rushed desperately to the 
table, filled a plate full of anything 
that came handy, brought it to his 
dame, and informed her that there was 
not a pickled lime to be had. Ann 
Harriet did not care; she was soon 
busy devouring the contents of the 
plate, while Struttles stood by, chuck- 
ling and grinning. 

Captain Dobbs, in the mean time, was 
doing all he could to make hungry and 
handsome Miss Helen Bumpus happy, 
by giving her oyster salad, ice cream, 
frozen pudding, and cake, with plenty 
of champagne to wash it down; but 
his heart was with Ann Harriet, and 
many an anxious glance he bestowed 
on her, to see if she was well supplied 
with the niceties of the festive board. 
He thrilled with joy at seeing her be- 
hind a plate piled nearly as high as her 
. chin with a variety of cakes, tarts, 

fruits, and jellies. 

After a while every one was surfeited, 
and gradually the supper room was de- 
serted, leaving none but the waiters, 
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who quickly cleared away what there 
was left of the supper. 

On entering the parlor, Captain 
Dobbs caught a view of himself in a 
large mirror, and saw to his dismay 
that he had not escaped the usual fate 
of gallants who endeavor to make 
themselves agreeable to the ladies in a 
crowded supper-room ; lumps of blanc- 
mange adhered to his shirt bosom; 
particles of calf’s-foot jelly coruscated 
like gems on his patent-leather gaiters, 
and quivering oysters hung tenaciously 
to his coat sleeves. He looked around 
for some place of refuge where he could 
retire and remove the remnants of the 
banquet, and espying a side room ap- 
parently deserted, there being no light 
in it, stepped in, and, taking off his 
coat, commenced the task of restoring 
it to its pristine splendor. While doing 
this, he was startled by a sound so sin- 
gular that his coat nearly fell from his 
hand, so alarmed was he. Glancing at 
the door, his eyes met the known form 
of Ann Harriet, when he instantly hur- 
ried on his coat in horror, and, apologiz- 
ing to his fair friend for being caught 
without it, referred to the curious noise 
he had heard. 

‘What did it sound like?’ asked 
Ann Harriet. 

The Captain tried in vain to find a 
simile; he had never heard anything 
that resembled it; and Ann Harriet’s 
suggestions as to what it might have 
been were equally fruitless, 

The truth was, that when Miss Hobbs 
appeared at the threshold of the door 
she heaved a deep sigh, and it was this 
that startled her lover; but as he had 
his head in a stooping position, and 
was busy brushing his coat, the sound 
seemed to him to come from the farther 
end of the room, which was obscured 
in darkness. He was not aware that 
fat ladies’ sighs were proportionate to 
their size. However, now that his 
heart’s idol was present, he cared noth- 
ing for aught else ; so, taking her small 
hand, he led her to the window, and 
they stood gazing with mutual consent 
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at the starry heavens. Gregory spied 
them there, and mischievously closed 
the door. What conversation ensued 
is only known to the two who were en- 
gaged in it, but every one noticed that 
when Ann Harriet reappeared her step 
was light if not actually fantastic, and 
her mild countenance beamed with a 
moonlike radiance, so serenely bright 
as to reveal a heart buoyant with bliss, 
Soon after, the company dispersed, and 
the damsel, retiring to her dormitory, 
was soon dreaming sweetly of ‘ her be- 
trothed, and imagined that all the 
bells in Peonytown were rung on her 
wedding day. 

Sleep on, Ann Harriet! Thou hast 
waited long for the happy hour; but 
thou wert thyself weighty, and it was 
fit that thou, too, shouldst deal deliber- 
ately in matters of ‘ great’ weight. 

The next day she informed her uncle 
of her intention to marry the accom- 
plished Drummond Dobbs, and re- 
ceived his hearty approval ; for Dobbs’s 


character was good, and without a 
scar. 

The nuptials were to take place with- 
out delay, and so Ann Harriet hastened 
home to make the requisite arrange- 
ments. 


CHAPTER Iil. 
*In wedlock a species of lottery lies, 
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ; 
But how comes it that you, such a capital prize, 
Should so long have remained in the wheel?’ 
Moore. 


Ann Harriet was determined that 
her wedding should be a romantic one; 
she said that it was by no means an 
every-day affair, and therefore it should 
be carried out in a style proportionate 
to its rarity. After consulting Mrs. 
Pendergast, and searching through a 
pile of ‘New York Dashers,’ she was 
much inclined to a midnight wedding, 
especially as Mrs. Pendergast offered to 
loan her patent lamp for the occasion ; 
but when they suddenly happened to 
hear of a marriage celebrated in the 
wild and picturesque woods of the 
White Hills, it was immediately decid- 

vou, u1.—5 
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ed that there was no better place; so 
sacred a ceremony should be performed 
‘under the broad canopy of heaven,’ 
and the birds of the air and the count- 
less leaves of the trees should sing their 
epithalamium. 

After some search, it was decided 
that the happy spot should be on 
‘Huckleberry Hill,’ a picturesque ele- 
vation about a mile from the postoffice 
in Peonytown, covered with a luxuri- 
ous growth of pines and hemlocks, in- 
terspersed with hugkleberry bushes, 
sweet fern, and mullenstalks. A small, 
open place was selected, where the long 
moss made a beautiful carpet, and the 
tall trees on every side entwined their 
arms as lovingly together as if they, 
too, were about to take each other ‘ for 
better for worse,’ while the ripple of a 
brook hidden in the woods lent a 
pleasant melody to the scene. 

‘This is the place of all others,’ re- 
marked Ann Harriet. ‘Houses may 
burn down or decay, churches may be 
sold and turned into ice-cream saloons 
and lager-beer depots—as Mr. Dunsta- 
ble’s was; but these lofty pines and 
rugged hemlocks will stand for centu- 
ries, to mark the spot where, in my 
girlhood, I plighted my troth to that, 
dear Dobbs.’ 

Preparations for the bridal went glo- 
riously on. The Peonytown dress- 
maker was busy day and evening in 
making up the trousseau of the expect- 
ant bride. The wedding dress was 
to be of fine white muslin, and no or- 
nanents to detract from its spotless 
purity. 

The important day at length arrived. 
The sun rose warm, brilliant, calm, and 
cloudless—and so did Ann Harriet. 
Her heart beat quick and tumultuously 
as the coming event of the day sudden- 
ly occurred to her, and she rejoiced to 
think that she was now to have one to 
shield her from the chilling blasts of a 
cold, relentless world—a husband on 
whose breast her weary head could rest 
and feel secure. 

These thoughts made her footsteps 





light, and she hastened to array herself 
for the bridal, which was appointed at 
ten o'clock. The barber of Peonytown 
was sent for, and, although dressing a 
bride’s hair was something as yet un- 
known to him, yet, after much perse- 
verance and more ox marrow, he suc- 
ceeded in twisting and braiding her 
luxuriant black locks into a kind of 
triumphal-arched basketwork, that re- 
sembled a miniature summer-house. 
The white muslin dress was then put 
on, and a pair ®f white kid gloves 
drawn over her small fingers (plump 
people have little hands), and Ann 
Harriet awaited her husband elect. 

All Peonytown had been apprized of 
the hour of the wedding, and, in conse- 
quence, the grove was at an early period 
filled with spectators. Boys climbed 
into the trees; camp stools were pro- 
vided; and one enterprising Peony- 
towner brought a long wooden settee, 
and let the weary rest on it for the 
slight consideration of half a dime 
each. The Rev. Derby Sifter was there 
too. He was to perform the ceremony, 
and, as it was the first wedding in Peo- 
nytown for six months, he was in un- 
usual humor, rubbing his hands togeth- 
er, and laughing at every remark that 
was made, 

At the appointed time Ann Harriet 
appeared, hanging lovingly on the arm 
of the gallant Captain. The bride at- 
tracted universal attention. At first, 
indeed, many were impressed with the 
idea that a crowd of girls were coming, 
dressed in unsullied white ; but as she 
approached nearer, they saw that it 
was the fair Ann Harriet in her white 
muslin, leaning on the arm of Captain 
Dobbs, who was dressed in full uni- 
form, and had a carnation pink in his 
mouth. The Rev. Derby Sifter now 
stepped forward, and the parties took 
their places. No bridesmaids were 
needed, the bride ‘ answering’ for sev- 
eral. After a few preliminary remarks, 
the reverend gentleman pronounced 
them— under green leaves — husband 
and wife! Ann Harriet heaved a sigh 
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of relief: the H had vanished forever 
from her name, and D now reigned in 
its stead. A short prayer then fol- 
lowed. 

Meanwhile, a boy in a tree directly 

over their heads spied a caterpillar’s 
nest near him, and, breaking a twig 
from a branch, he probed the nest, 
causing 4 tremendous stampede among 
the inmates. Down they dropped, si- 
lently and softly, spon the elaborate 
head of the bride, who stood wholly 
unconscious of the additional orna- 
ments so profusely decorating her hair ; 
the company noticed it, and very soon 
every one was in a broad grin. Ann 
Harriet became conscious of some mer- 
riment in that portion of the party im- 
mediately under her observation, and a 
succession of blushes suffused her face 
as she felt that something ridiculous to 
herself must have caused it. At that 
instant a caterpillar, that had been 
swinging to and fro on his attenuated 
web, landed plump on Ann’s nose as 
she raised her face (he had been wait- 
ing for something to turn up), causing 
her to give utterance to a scream that 
made the clerical gentleman open his 
eyes, and a couple of catbirds to fly 
frightened and squealing from their 
nests. : 
At the same time an angry cow, ren- 
dered furious by the sting of some in- 
sect, plunged frantically into the wed- 
ding circle, bellowing, tossing her 
head, and flourishing her tail in a ter- 
rific and antinuptial manner. The Rev. 
Mr. Sifter was the first one to leave, and, 
being very spare, he passed swiftly 
through the trees and bushes, never 
looking behind him till he had reached 
the meeting house, where he stopped 
and in his unconscious delirium caught 
at the bell rope and rang the bell with 
a vigor that started every one from 
his work, so that in a few minutes 
‘Extinguisher No. 1’ was hurried along 
the roads by an extempore company of 
about fifty men and boys. 

Meanwhile, the witnesses of the rural 
wedding had all skedaddled—to bor- 





The Mishaps of Miss Hobbs. 


row a Greek word—into the woods, in 
dire confusion, tearing dresses, pulling 
down ‘ back hair,’ hitching hoop skirts, 
and tumbling over blackberry vines— 
but each intent on increasing the dis- 
tance from the mad cow. Ann Harriet 
was not so fortunate ; her size prevent- 
ed her running, and a fiery peony on 
her bosom attracted the animal’s atten- 
tion, so that, with a loud roar, the 
beast rushed directly upon her. Had 
Ann Harriet been—as she was a few 
weeks before—an unprotected female, 
the undertaker of Peonytown would 
have had a ‘big job’ that day; but 
luckily, he who had just sworn to love 
and protect her saw that now was his 
time and chance to begin ; so, drawing 
his sword, he stepped in front of his 
trembling bride, and, as the cow ap- 
proached with head down and eye- 
balls glaring wildly, he aimed a blow 
with his weapon, which inflicted a se- 
vere cut on her nose. 

The cow paused. 

‘Step backward gradually, my Ann 
Harriet,’ said the valiant Dobbs, ‘ and 
I will see that she does not touch you.’ 

Ann Harriet stepped backward, but 
not ‘ gradually,’ for she trod on a loose 
stone, which upset her, and she rolled 
over and over down a sloping rock, 
ruining, on the way, any quantity of 
huckleberry bushes and pennyroyal. 
This started the cow, who made an- 
other furious charge at the soldier, 
who this time, by a well-directed blow, 
cut one horn sheer off. 

‘ That’s good !’ exclaimed he; ‘ next 
time Ill take t’other horn, and then 
commence on her legs.’ 

The cow made another retreat, but 
appeared by no means vanquished, 
The Captain stood his ground manfully. 
Ann Harriet sat on the moss at the foot 
of the rock, disentangling from her 
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hair the bruised and mangled caterpil- 
lars which still remained there. 

Just as the cow was about to make 
her third charge, shouts were heard in 
the path which led to the village, and 
in a moment ‘ Extinguisher No. 1,’ with 
its brave volunteers, was on the ground. 
They had followed the directions of the 
parson and arrived at an opportune 
moment. 

The boys at once decided that, as 
there was no fire to put out, they would 
‘put out’ the cow} so, unreeling the - 
hose, they drew the water from the 
brook, and in a very little while a 
stream of water from a two-inch pipe 
struck the astonished cow full in the 
face, when she turned and scampered 
off into the forest, jumping over Ann 
Harriet at a single bound, and was seen 
no more, 

Captain Dobbs wiped his gory weap- 
on on the greensward, and returned it 
to the sheath. He then sprang to the 
side of his wife, and, with the help of 
the foreman and two brakemen, raised 
her. She said her nerves were all un- 
strung, and she ‘ never could walk home 
in the world ;’ so she was placed on the 
box of the hose carriage and carried to 
the village. 

The Peonytowners turned out en 
masse to meet them, and were anxious 
that the heroic Captain should make a 
speech from the town pump; but he 
declined. 

In a short time the happy couple 
were comfortably seated on the sofa in 
the parlor of the old homestead, and 
his arm was as far round her waist as 
it would go. Here we will bid them 
adieu. Ann Harriet being married, 
she will have no more miss-haps—albeit 
at some future time something may be 
heard of Captain and Mrs. Dobbs—and 
all the little Dobbses, 
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’ Tue census tables of the North and 
the South, and especially of Massachu- 
setts, Maryland, and South Carolina, 
heretofore presented, have proved that 
slavery greatly retarded the progress 
of population, wealth, science, educa- 
tion, and religion. The comparison 
now instituted between New York and 
Virginia demonstrates the same law. 

By the census, the population of Vir- 
ginia in 1790 was 748,308, and in 1860, 
1,596,318, making the ratio of increase 
118.32 per cent, In 1790, New York num- 
bered 340,120, and in 1860, 3,880,735, 
the ratio of increase being 1,040.99. 
(Table 1, Prelim, Census Rep., p. 132.) 
Thus, the rate of increase in New York 
exceeded that of Virginia more than 
nine to one. 

In 1790, the population of Virginia 
was largely more than double that of 
New York, In 1860, the population 
of New. York was very largely more 


than double that of Virginia. In 1790, - 


Virginia, in population, ranked first of 
all the States, and New York the fifth. 
In 1860, they had reversed their posi- 
tions, and New York was the first, and 
Virginia the fifth. (Rep., p. 120.) At 
the same rate of progress, from 1860 to 
1900, as from 1790 to 1860, Virginia, 
retaining slavery, would have sunk 
from the first to the twenty-first State, 
and would still continue, at each suc- 
ceeding decade, descending the inclined 
plane toward the lowest position of 
all the States, Such has been, and still 
continues to be, the effect of slavery, in 
dragging down that once great State 
from the first toward the last in rank in 
the Union. But if, as in the absence 
of slavery must have been the case, Vir- 
ginia had increased from 1790 to 1860 
in the same ratio as New York, her 
population in 1860 would have been 
7,789,141, and she must always have 


remained the first in rank of all the 
States. 

ArEa.—The natural advantages of 
Virginia far exceed those of New York. 
The area of Virginia is 61,352 square 
miles, and that of New York, 47,000. 
The population of Virginia per square 
mile in 1790 was 12.19, and in 1860, 
26.02. That of New York, in 1790, was 
7.83, and in 1860, 84.36. Now, if New 
York, with her present nurfibers per 
square mile, had the area of Virginia, 
her population, in 1860, would have 
been 5,175,654, and that of Virginia, 
reduced to the area of New York, on 
the basis of her present numbers per 
square mile, would have been 1,320,000. 
This illustrates the immense effect of 
area, as one of the great elements in- 
fluencing the progress of population. 
But, wonderful as are these results, the 
great fact is omitted in this calculation, 
that Virginia, in 1790, had largely more 
than double the population of New 
York. Thus, if we reverse the numbers 
of New York and Virginia in 1790, and 
take the actual ratio of increase of each 
for the succeeding seventy years, the pop- 
ulation of Virginia, in 1860, would have 
been 728,875, and that of New York, as 
we have seen, would have been 7,789,- 
141, making the difference exceed seven 
millions, or very largely more than ten 
to one. Reverse the areas also, and the 
difference would exceed eight millions, 

SHorE Lryz.—As furnishing cheap 
and easy access for imports and ex- 
ports, creating marts for commerce with 
great cities, and affecting the interior 
most beneficially, the shore line, with 
adequate harbors, constitutes a vast 
element in the progress of states and 
empires. Now, by the last tables of the 
United States coast survey, the shore 
line of Virginia was 1,571 miles, and 
of New York 725 miles. The five great 
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parallel tide-water rivers of Virginia, 
the Potomac, the Rappahannock, the 
York river, James river, and Roanoke 
(partly in North Carolina), with their 
tributaries, furnish easy access for 
hundreds of miles into the interior, 
with both shores of the noble Chesa- 
peake bay for many miles, as well as 
its magnificent outlet and the main 
ocean for a considerable distance, all 
within the limits of Virginia. We have 
seen that the coast line of Virginia is 
largely more than double that of New 
York, and the harbors of Virginia are 
more numerous, deeper, and much nearer 
the great valley of the Ohio and Mis- 
sissippi. By the coast-survey tables, 
the mean low water into the harbor of 
New York by Gedney’s channel is 20 
feet, and at high-water spring tides is 
24.2; north channel, 24, mean low wa- 
ter, and 29.1 spring tides, high water; 
south channel, 22 and 27.1; main ship 
channel, after passing 8. W. spit buoy, 
on N. E. course, one mile up the bay, 
for New York, 22.5-27.06. By the same 
tables, from capes at entrance of Chesa- 
peake bay to Hampton, at mean low wa- 
ter, 30 feet; spring tides, high water, 
82.8. Anchorage in Hampton roads, 59- 
61.8. From Hampton roads to Sewell’s 
point, 25-27.8. South of Sewell’s point 
(one mile and a half), 21-23.8; up to 
Norfolk, 23-25.8. From Hampton roads 
to James river, entering to the north- 
ward of Newport News, middle ground, 
22-24.8. From Hampton roads to 
James river, entering to the southward 
of Newport News, middle ground, 27- 
29.8. From abreast the tail of York 
spit, up to Yorktown, 33-35.8. Eliza- 
beth river, between Norfolk and navy 
yard, 25.5-28.3. 

When we leave the tide-water rivers 
for the interior navigable streams, Vir- 
ginia has a vast advantage. New York 
has no such rivers above tide, but Vir- 
ginia has the Ohio for hundreds of 
miles, with its tributaries, the Kanaw- 
ha, Guyandotte, and Big Sandy. It is 
true, New York has several of the great 
lakes, and the vast advantage of con- 


nection with them through her great 
canal, But, in the absence of slavery, 
the canal projected by Washington 
(preceding that of New York) would 
have connected, through Virginia, the 
Chesapeake bay with the Ohio river. 
The James river, flowing into the Ches- 
apeake, cuts the Blue Mountains, and 
the Kanawha, a confluent of the Ohio, 
cuts the Alleghany; thus opening an 
easy and practicable route for a great 
canal from the eastern to the western 
waters. The valley of the lakes, with 
which New York is connected by her 
canal, has an area of 835,515 square 
miles. The valley of the Mississippi, 
with which the Chesapeake would long 
since, in the absence of slavery, have 
been connected by the Virginia canal, 
has an area of 1,226,600 square miles, 
The shore line of the Mississippi and 
its tributaries, above tide water, is 
85,644 miles. (Page 85 Compend. Cen- 
sus of 1850.) Our shore line of the 
lakes is 8,620 miles, including bays, 
sounds, and islands; and that of the 
British, 2,629. (Ib. 35.) The connection 
of the lakes with the Ohio and Missis- 
sippi would be the same for both States, 
the one being from the lakes to these 
rivers, arid the other from the rivers 
to the lakes. The location of Virginia 
is more central than that of New York, 
and Virginia runs farther west by sev- 
eral hundred miles. We are so accus- 
tomed to look at the connection of New 
York with the West by her canal, and 
Virginia with no such union, that it is 
difficult to realize the great change if 
Virginia had been connected by her 
progressing work with the Ohio and 
Mississippi, and thence, by the present 
canals, with the lakes. 

It is apparent, then, that, as regards 
easy access to the West, the natural ad- 
vantages of Virginia surpass New York, 
and with greater facilities for artificial 
works. How many decades would be 
required, after emancipation, to bring 
the superior natural advantages of Vir- 
ginia into practical operation, is not 
the question; nor do I believe that the 
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city of New York will ever cease to be 
the centre of our own trade, and ulti- 
mately of the commerce of the world. 
But although Virginia, in adhering to 
slavery, has lost her supremacy in the 
Union, it is quite certain that, as a Free 
State, she would commence a new ca- 
reer of wonderful prosperity, that capi- 
tal and population from the North and 
from Europe would flow there with a 
mighty current, her lands be doubled in 
value, and her town and city property 
far more than quadrupled. 
Mrnes.—Virginia has vast mines of 
coal, the great element of modern prog- 
ress. New York has none. It is coal 
that has made Great Britain a mighty 
empire, giving her power, by land and 
sea, equal to the manual force of all 
mankind. It is stated by the Commis- 
sioner of the General Land Office, in his 
report before referred to, of November, 
1860, ‘that an acre of coal, three feet 
thick, is equal to the product of 1,940 
acres of forest trees; and each acre of a 
coal seam four feet in thickness, and 


yielding one yard of pure coal, is equiv- 


alent to 5,000 tons, and possesses, there- 
fore, a reserve of mechanical strength in 
its fuel, equal to the life labor of more 
than 1,600 men.’ 

This statement of the Commissioner 
is made on the highest authority, and 
proves the vast natural advantages of 
Virginia over New York. Virginia, also, 
has far more abundant mines of iron, 
more widely diffused over the State, 
reaching from tide water to the Ohio. 
She has also these iron mines in juxta- 
position with coal and all the fluxes, 
Virginia, also, has valuable mines of 
gold, lead, and copper. New York 
has no gold or copper mines, and pro- 
duced in 1860 but $800 worth of lead. 
(Table 14.) 

Hypraviic PowEr.—Omitting Ni- 
agara, which thus far scorns the con- 
trol of man, the hydraulic power of 
Virginia very far exceeds that of New 
York. It is to be found on the Poto- 
mac and its tributaries, and upon near- 
ly every stream that fiows into the 
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Chesapeake or Ohio. The superior 
mildness of the climate of Virginia 
makes this power available there for a 
much greater portion of the year. The 
great falls of the Potomac, where 
Washington constructed the largest 
locks of the continer.t, has a water pow- 
er unsurpassed, and is but twelve miles 
from tide water, at Washington. This 
point is a most healthy and beautiful 
location, surrounded by lands whose 
natural fertility was very great, and, in 
the absence of slavery, must have been 
a vast manufacturing city. This water 
power could move more spindles than 
are now worked on all this continent. 
AGRICULTURE AND MANUFACTURES. 
—The natural fertility of the soil of 
Virginia far exceeded that of New 
York, with a more genial sun, and 
much more favorable seasons for agri- 
cultural products, as well as for stock. 
The number of acres of land in Vir- 
ginia susceptible of profitable culture, 
is nearly double that of New York, but 
much of it has been impoverished by 
slave labor, scratching and exhausting 
the soil, without manure or rotation of 
crops. The census shows that Virginia 
has all the products of New York, and 
cotton in addition. Virginia produced, 
in 1860, 12,727 bales of cotton (table 
36), worth, at present prices, nearly 
$3,000,000. She also adjoins the States 
of North Carolina and Tennessee, pro- 
ducing, in 1860, 372,964 bales, worth, 
at present prices, nearly $90,000,000. 
Virginia is also much nearer than New 
York to all the other cotton States. 
With these vast advantages, with her 
larger area, more fertile soil, cheaper 
subsistence, her coal and iron and 
great hydraulic power, with so much 
cotton raised by herself and in adjacent 
States, Virginia should have manufac- 
tured much more cotton than New 
York. But, by the census (table 22), 
the value of the cotton manufacture of 
Virginia in 1850 was $1,446,109, and 
in 1860, $1,063,611—a decrease of one 
third. In New York, the value of 
the cotton manufacture in 1850 was 
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$5,019,823, and in 1860, $7,471,961, an 
increase of over 48 per cent. So, if we 
look at the tables of mines, menuhee- 
tures, and the fisheries, with the vastly 
superior advantages of Virginia, the 
whole product in 1860 was of the value 
of $51,300,000, and of agriculture $68,- 
700,000; whilst in New York these 
values were respectively $379,623,560 
and $226,376,440. (Tables of Census, 33 
and 36.) 

CLIMATE AND Morta.iry.—By table 
6, page 22, of the Census, there were for 
the year ending June Ist, 1860, 46,881 
deaths in New York, being 1 in every 
82 of the population, and 1.22 per cent. 
The number of deaths in Virginia, in the 
same year, was 22,472, being 1 in every 
70 of the population, or 1.43 per cent. 
There was, then, a slight difference in 
favor of New York. But Virginia is 
divided into four geographical sections : 
the tide-water, the Piedmont (running 
from the tide-water region to the Blue 
Mountains), the valley between these 
mountains and the Alleghanies, and the 
trans-Alleghany to the Ohio. These 
three last sections, containing three 
fourths of the area and white population 
of the State, surpass New York in salu- 
brity, with the most bracing and delight- 
ful climate. The climate of Virginia is 
far more favorable for stock and agri- 
cultural products than New York, with 
longer and better seasons, and is more 
salubrious than the climate of Europe. 
(Comp. 1850.) 

ProGREss OF WEALTH.—We have 
seen how great was the advance in pop- 
ulation of New York over Virginia, 
from 1790 to 1860, being in the ratio of 
more than 9 to 1. Now let us compare 
the relative progress of wealth. It is 
contended by the advocates of slavery, 
that it accumulates wealth more rapid- 
ly, and thus enriches the nation, al- 
though it may depress its moral and 
intellectual development, its increase 
of numbers and of power, and tarnish 
its reputation throughout the world. 
As population and its labor create 
wealth, it must be retarded by a sys- 


7 


tem which, as we have seen in this 
case, diminishes the relative advance 
of numbers in the ratio of more than 9 
to 1. But the census proves that slay- 
ery greatly retards the increase of 
wealth. By tables 33 and 36 of. the 
census of 1860, it appears, omitting com- 
merce, that the products of industry, as 
given, viz., of agriculture, manufactures, 
mines, and fisheries, were that year in 
New York $604,000,000, or $155 per 
capita ; and in Virginia $120,000,000, 
or $75 per capita, This shows a total 
value of product in New York more 
than five times greater than in Virginia, 
and per capita more than 2to1. If we 
include the earnings of commerce, and 
all business not given in the census, I 
think it will be shown hereafter, that 
the value of the prodacts and earnings 
of New York, in 1860, exceeded those 
of Virginia at least 7 to1. As to the 
rate of increase, the value of the prod- 
ucts of agriculture, manufactures, mines, 
and fisheries of Virginia, in 1850, was 
$84,480,428 (table 9), and in New York 
$356,736,603, showing an increase in 
Virginia from 1850 to 1860 of $35,519,- 
572, being 41 per cent., and in New 
York $247,263,397, being 69 per cent., 
exhibiting a difference of 28 per cent. 
Now the increase ot population in Vir- 
ginia from 1850 to 1860 was 12.29 per 
cent., and in New York 25.29 per cent., 
the difference being only 13 per cent. 
(Table 1, p. 131.) Thus, it appears, the 
increase of wealth in New York, exclu- 
sive of the gains of commerce, as com- 
pared with Virginia, was more than 
double the ratio of the augmentation of 
population. By the census table of 1860, 
No. 35, p. 195, ‘ The true value of the 
real and personal property, according 
to the eighth census was, New York, 
$1,843,338,517, and of Virginia $793,- 
249,681.’ Now we have seen the value 
of the products of New York in 1860 by 
the census was $604,000,000, and in 
Virginia $120,000,000. Thus, as a 
question of the annual yield of capital, 
that of New York was 32.82 per cent., 
and Virginia 15.13 per cent.; the an- 
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nual product of capital being more than 
double in New York what it was in 
Virginia. The problem then-is solved 
in Virginia, as it was in Maryland and 
South Carolina, and all the South com- 
pared with all the North, that slavery 
retards the progress of wealth and ac- 
cumulation of capital, in the ratio of 2 
to1. Our war taxes may be very great, 
but the tax of slavery is far greater, and 
the relief from it, in a few years, will 
add much more to the national wealth 
than the whole deduction made by the 
war debt. Our total wealth, by the 
census of 1860, being, by table 35, $16,- 
159,616,068, one per cent. taken annu- 
ally to pay the interest and gradually 
extinguish the war debt, would be 
$161,596,160; whereas, judging by Vir- 
ginia and New Work, the diminished 
increase of the annual product of cap- 
ital, as the result of slavery, is 2.8 per 
cent., or $452,469,250 per annum, equal 
_ ina decade, without compounding the 
annual results, to $4,524,692,500. 

That our population would haye 
reached in 1860 nearly 40,000,000, and 
our wealth have been more than dou- 
bled, if slavery had been extinguished 
in 1790, is one of the revelations made 
by the census; whilst in science, in edu- 
cation, and national power, the advance 
would have been still more rapid, and 
the moral force of our example and suc- 
cess would have controlled for the ben- 


efit of mankind the institutions of the 


world. 

By table 36, p. 196, of the census of 
1860, the cash value of the farms of Vir- 
ginia was $371,096,211, being $11.91 
per acre, and of New York $803,343,- 
593, being $38.26 per acre. Now, by 
the table, the number of acres embraced 
in these farms of New York was 20,- 
992,950, and in Virginia 31,014,950, the 
difference of value per acre being $26.36, 
or much more than 3 to 1 in favor of 
New York. Now, if we multiply this 
number of acres of farm lands of Vir- 
ginia by the New York value, it would 
make the total value of the farm lands 
of New York $1,186,942,136, and the 
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additional value caused by emancipa- 
tion $815,845,925. Now the whole 
number of slaves in Virginia in 1860, 
was 490,865; multiplying which by 
$300 as their average value, would be 
$147,259,500, leaving $668,586,425 as 
the sum by which Virginia would be 
richer in farms alone, if slavery were 
abolished. But, stupendous as is this. 
result in regard to lands, it is far below’ 
the reality. We have seen that the 
farm lands of Virginia, improved and 
unimproved, constituted 31,014,950 
acres. By the census and the land- 
office tables, the area of Virginia is 
89,265,280 acres. Deduct the farm 
lands, and there remain unoccupied 
8,250,330 acres. Now, Virginia’s popu- 
lation to the square mile being 26.02, 
and that of New York 84.36, with an 
equal density in Virginia, more than 
two thirds of these Virginia lands, as in 
New York, must have been occupied as 
farms. This would have been equiva- 
lent, at two thirds, to 5,500,000 acres, 
which, at their present average value of 
$2 per acre, would be worth $11,000,000; 
but, at the value per acre of the New York 
lands, these 5,500,000 acres would be 
worth $206,430,000. Deduct from this 
their present value, $11,000,000, and 
the remainder, $195,430,000, is the sum 
by which the unoccupied lands of Vir- 
ginia, converted into farms, would have 
been increased in value by emancipa- 
tion. Add this to the enhanced value 
of their present farms, $815,845,925, and 
the result would be $1,011,275,925, as 
the gain of Virginia in the value of 
lands by emancipation. To these we 
should add, from the same cause, the 
enhancement of the town and city prop- 
erty in Virginia to the extent of sev- 
eral hundred millions of dollars. In 
order to realize the truth, we must be- 
hold Virginia as she would have been, 
with New York railroads and canals, 
farms, manufactures, commerce, towns, 
and cities. Then we must consider the 
superior natural advantages of Virginia, 
her far greater area, her richer soil, her 
more genial sun, her greater variety of 
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products, Ler mines of coal, iron, gold, 
copper, and lead, her petroleum, her su- 
perior hydraulic power, her much larger 
coast line, with more numerous and 
deeper harbors—and reflect what Vir- 
ginia would have been in the absence 
of slavery. Her early statesmen, 
Washington, Jefferson, Madison, Mon- 
roe, Mason, Tucker, and Marshall, all 
realized this great truth, and all de- 
sired to promote emancipation in Vir- 
ginia. But their advice was disregard- 
ed by her present leaders—the new, 
false, and fatal dogmas of Calhoun were 
substituted ; and, as a consequence, Vir- 
ginia, from the first rank (longo inter- 
callo) of all the States, has fallen to the 
fifth, and, with slavery continued, will 
descend still more rapidly in the future 
than in the past. Let her abolish 
slavery, and she will commence a new 
career of progress. Freedom and its 
associates, education and energy, will 
occupy her waste lands, restore her ex- 
hausted fields, decaying cities, and 
prostrate industry, employ her vast hy- 
draulic power, develop her mines, unite 
by her grand canals the waters of the 
Chesapeake and Ohio, and, placing her 
feet upon slavery, hear her proclaim, 
in the proud language of her own State 
motto, ‘ Sic semper tyrannis,’ 

By census table 36, p. 197, the value, 
in 1860, of the farm lands of all the 
Slave States, was $2,570,466,935, and 
the number of acres 245,721,062, worth 
$10.46 per acre. In the Free States, the 
value of the farm lands was $4,067,947,- 
286, and the number of acres 161,462,008, 
worth $25.19 per acre. Now if, as cer- 
tainly in the absence of slavery would 
have been the case, the farm lands of 
the South had been worth as much per 
acre as those of the North, their total 
value would have been $6,189,713,551, 
and, deducting the present price, the 
additional cash value would have been 
$3,619,246,616. Now the whole number 
of slaves in all the States, in 1860, was 
8,950,531, multiplying which by $300, 
as their average value, would make all 
the slaves in the Union worth $1,185,- 
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159,800. Deduct this from the en- 
hanced value of the farm lands of the 
South as above, and the result would 
be $2,434,087,316 as the gain in the 
price of farms by emancipation. This 
is independent of the increased value 
of their unoccupied lands, and of their 
town and city property. 

By census tables of 1860, 33 and 36, 
the total value of the products of agri- 
culture, mines, and fisheries in the Free 
States was $4,100,000,000, and of the 
Slave States $1,150,000,000, making the 
products of the Free States in 1860 
nearly 4 to 1 of the Slave States, and 
$216 per capita for the Free States, and 
for the Slave States $94 per capita, This 
is exclusive of commerce, which would 
greatly increase the ratio in favor of 
the North, that of New York alone 
being nearly equal to that of all the 
Slave States. Now, multiply the pop- 
ulation of the Slave States by the value 
of the products per capita of the Free 
States, and the result is $2,641,631,032, 
making, by emancipation, the increased 
annual product of the Slave States 
$1,491,631,032, and in ten years, exclu- 
sive of the yearly accumulations, $14,- 
916,310,320. 

By the table 35, census of 1860, the 
total value of all the property, real and 
personal, of the Free States, was $10,- 
852,081,681, and of the Slave States, 
$5,225,307,034. Now, the product, in 
1860, of the Free States, being $4,100,- 
000,000, the annual yield on the capital 
was 38 per cent.; and, the product of 
the Slave States bejng $1,150,000,000, 
the yield on the capital was 22 per cent. 
This was the gross product in both 
cases, I have worked out these amaz- 
ing results from the census tables, to 
illustrate the fact, that the same law, 
by which slavery retarded the progress 
of wealth in Virginia, as compared 
with New York, and of Maryland and 
South Carolina, as compared with Mas- 
sachusetts, rules the relative advance in 
wealth of all the Slave States, as com- 
pared with that of all the Free States. 
I have stated that the statistics of com- 
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merce, omitted in these tables, would 
vastly increase the difference in favor 
of the Free States, as compared with the 
Slave States, and of New York as con- 
trasted with Virginia. I shall now re- 
sume the latter inquiry, so as to com- 
plete the comparison between New 
York and Virginia. By commerce is 
embraced, in this examination, all earn- 
ing not included under the heads of 
agriculture, manufactures, the mines, or 
fisheries. , 
RarLroaps.—The number of miles 
of railroads in operation in New York, 
in 1860, including city roads, was 2,842 
miles, costing $138,395,055; and in 
Virginia, 1,771 miles, costing $64,958,- 
807. (Census table of 1860, No. 38, 
pp. 230 and 233.) Now, by the same 
census report, p. 105, the value of the 
freights of the New York roads for 
1860 was as follows: Product of the 
forest—tons carried, 873,424; value 
per ton, $20; total value, $7,468,480. 
Of animals—895,519 tons; value per 
ton, $200; total value, $179,103,800. 


Vegetable food—1,103,640 tons; value 
per ton, $50; total value, $55,182,000. 
Other agricultural products—143,219 
tons; value per ton, $15; total value, 


$2,148,055. Manufactures — 511,916 
tons; value per ton, $500; total value, 
$91,905,500. Other articles—930,244 
tons; value, $10 per ton; total value, 
$9,302,440. Grand total, 4,741,773 tons 
carried; value per ton, $163. Total 
values, $773,089,275. Deducting one 
quarter for duplication, makes 3,556,330 
tons carried on the New York roads in 
1860; and the Yalue, $579,681,790. 
The values of the freights on the Vir- 
ginia roads, as estimated, is $60,000,- 
000, giving an excess to those of New 
York of $519,681,790, on the value of 
railroad freights in 1860. The pas- 
senger account, not given, would large- 
“ly increase the disparity in favor of 
New York. 

Canats.—The number of miles of 
canals in New York is 1,038, and their 
cost $67,567,972. In Virginia, the 
number of miles is 178, and the cost 
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$7,817,000. (Census table 39, p. 238.) 
The estimated value of the freight on 
the New York canals is 19 times that 
of the freight on the Virginia canals. 
(Censs.) 

TonnaGE.—The tonnage of vessels 
built in New York in 1860 was 31,936 
tons, and in Virginia 4,372. (Census, 
p. 107.) 

Banxs.—The number of banks in 
New York in 1860 was 303; capital 
$111,441,320, loans $200,351,332, specie 
$20,921,545, circulation $29,959,506, 
deposits $101,070,273 ; and in Virginia 
the number was 65; capital $16,005,- 
156, loans $24,975,792, specie $2,943,- 
652, circulation $9,812,197, deposits 
$7,729,652. (Table 34, p. 193, Census.) 

InsuRANCE ComPANIES.—The risks 
taken in New York were $916,474,956, 
or nearly one third of those in the 
whole Union. Virginia, estimated at 
$100,000,000 ; difference in favor of New 
York $816,474,956. (Census, p. 79.) 

Exports AND Imports, ETC.—Our 
exports abroad from New York for the 
fiscal year ending 30th June, 1860, were 
$145,555,449, and the foreign imports 
$248,489,877 ; total of both, $394,045,- 
326. The clearances same year from 
New York were 4,574,285 tons, and 
the entries 4,836,448 tons; total of 
both, 9,410,733 tons. In Virginia, the 
exports the same year were $5,858,024, 
and the imports $1,326,249; total of 
both, $7,184,273; clearances, 80,381 
tons, entries, 97,762 tons ; total of both, 
178,148 tons. (Table 14, Register of 
United States Treasury.) Revenue col- 
lected from customs same year in New 
York, $37,788,969, and in Virginia 
$189,816, or 200 to 1 in favor of 
New York. . (Tables, U. 8. Com. of 
Customs.) No returns are given for 
the coastwise and internal trade of 
either State, but the tables of the rail- 
way and canal transportation of both 
States show nearly the same proportion 
in favor of New York as in the foreign 
trade. Thus the domestic exports from 
New York for the above year abroad 
were $126,060,967, and from Virginia 
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$5,833,871. (Same table, 14.) And yet 
Virginia, as we have seen, had much 
greater natural advantages than New 
York for commerce, as well as for 
mines, manufactures, and agriculture. 
But slavery has almost expelled com- 
merce from Virginia, and nearly para- 
lyzed all other pursuits. 

These tables, taken from the census 
and the Treasury records, prove incon- 
testably, that slavery retards the prog- 
ress of wealth and population through- 
out the South, but especially in Vir- 
ginia. Nor can the Tariff account for 
the results; for Virginia, as we have 
seen, possesses far greater advantages 
than New York for manufactures. Be- 
sides, the commerce of New York far 
surpasses that of Virginia, and this is 
the branch of industry supposed to be 
affected most injuriously by high tariffs, 
and New York has generally voted 
against them with as much unanimity 
as Virginia. But there is a still more 
conclusive proof. The year 1824 was 
the commencement of the era of high 
tariffs, and yet, from 1790 to 1820, as 
proved by the census, the percentage 
of increase of New York over Virginia 
was greater than from 1820 to 1860. 
Thus, by table 1 of the census, p. 124, 
the increase of population in Virginia 
was as follows : 

1800 
1810 
1820 
1830 
1840 


17.63 = cent. 
10.73 
—_— 
— = 
2.34 « 
1850 14.60 “ 
1860 12.29 “ 


of population in New 


1800 72.51 pent, 
1810 63.45 

1820 43.14 . 

1830 39.76 

1840 26.60 

1850 27.52 

1860 25.29 


In 1790 the population of Virginia 
was 748,318, in 1820, 1,065,129, and in 
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1860, 1,596,318. In 1790 the popula- 
tion of New York was 340,120, in 1820, 
1,372,111, and in 1860, 3,880,735. Thus, 
from 1790 to 1820, before the inaugura- 
tion of the protective policy, the rela- 
tive increase of the population of New 
York, as compared with Virginia, was 
very far greater than from 1820 to 
1860. It is quite clear, then, that the 
Tariff had no influence whatever in de- 
pressing the progress of Virginia as 
compared with New York. 

We have heretofore proved by the 
census the same position as regards the 
relative progress of Maryland and Mas- 
sachusetts, and the same principle ap- 
plies as between all the Free, as com- 
pared with all the Slave States. In 
New York, we have scen that her 
progress from 1790 to 1820, in the ab- 
sence of high tariffs, and, even before 
the completion of her great canal, her 
advance in population was much more 
rapid than from 1820 to 1860. Indeed, 
it is quite clear that, so faras the Tariff 
had any influence, it was far more un- 
favorable to New York than to Vir- 
ginia, New York being a much greater 
agricultural as well as commercial 
State. 

Having shown how much the ma- 
terial progress of Virginia has been re- 
tarded by slavery, let us now consider 
its effect upon her moral and intellec- 
tual development. 

NEWSPAPERS AND PERIODICALS.— 
The number of newspapers and period- 
icals in New York in 1860 was 542, of 


* which 865 were political, 56 religious, 


63 literary, 58 miscellaneous; and the 
number of copies circulated in 1860 
was $20,930,884. (Census tables, Nos. 
15, 87.) The number in Virginia was 
139; of which 117 were political, 13 
religious, 3 literary, 6 miscellaneous ; 
and the number of copies circulated in 
1860 was 26,772,568. Thus, the annual ~ 
circulation of the press in New York 
was twelve times as great as that of Vir- 
ginia. As to periodicals: New York 
had 69 monthlies, of which 2 were 
political, 25 religious, 24 literary, and 
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18 miscellaneous; 10 quarterlies, of 
which 5 were religious, and 5 literary ; 
6 annuals, of which 2 were political, 2 
religious, and 2 miscellaneous. Vir- 
ginia had 5 monthlies, of which 1 was 
political, 2 religious, 1 literary, and 1 
miscellaneous; and no° quarterlies or 
annuals, The annual circulation of the 
New York monthlies was 2,045,000; 
that of Virginia was 43,900; or more 
than 43 to 1 in favor of New York. 

As regards schools, colleges, acade- 
mies, libraries, and churches, I must 
take the census of 1850, those tables for 
1860 not being yet arranged and print- 
ed. The number of public schools in 
New York in 1850 was 11,580, teachers 
13,965, pupils 675,221; colleges, acade- 
mies, etc., pupils 52,001; attending 
school during the year, as returned by 
families, 693,329; native adults of the 
State who cannot read or write, 23,341. 
Public libraries, 11,018; volumes, 1,- 
760,820. Value of churches, $21,539,- 
561. (Comp. Census, 1850.) 

The number of public schools in Vir- 
ginia in 1850 was 2,937, teachers 3,005, 
pupils 67,438 ; colleges, academies, etc., 
pupils 10,326 ; attending school during 
the year, as returned by families, 109,- 
775; native white adults of the State 
who cannot read or write, 75,868. 
Public libraries, 54; volumes, 88,462. 
Value of churches, $2,902,220. (Com- 
pend. of Census of 1850.) By table 155, 
same compend, the percentage of na- 
tive free population in Virginia over 20 
years of age who cannot read or write 
is 19.90, and in New York 1.87, in 
North Carolina 80.34, in Maryland 
11.10, in Massachusetts 0.32, or less 
than one third of one per cent. In 
New England, the percentage of native 
whites who cannot read or write is 
0.42, or less than one half of one per 
cent. ; and in the Southern States 20.30, 
or 50 to 1 in favor of New England. 
(Compend., table 157.) But, if we take 
the whole adult population of Virginia, 
including whites, free blacks, and 
slaves, 42.05 per cent., or nearly one 
half, cannot read or write; and in 
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North Carolina, more than one half can 
not read or write. We have seen, by 
the above official tables of the census 
of 1850, that New York, compared 
with Virginia, had nearly ten times as 
many pupils at schools, colleges, and 
academies, twenty times as many books 
in libraries, and largely more than seven 
times the value of churches; while the 
ratio of native white adults who can- 
not read or write was more than 10 to 
1 in Viginia, compared with New York. 
We have seen, also, that in North Caro- 
lina nearly one third of the native white 
adults, and in Virginia nearly one fifth, 
cannot read or write, and in New Eng- 
land 1 in every 400, in New York 1 in 
every 131, in the South and South- 
west 1 in every 12 of the native white 
adults. (Comp. p. 153.) 

These official statistics enable me, 
then, again to say that slavery is hos- 
tile to the progress of wealth and edu- 
cation, to science and literature, to 
schools, colleges, and universities, to 
books and libraries, to churches and 
religion, to the press, and therefore to 
free government ; hostile to the poor, 
keeping them in want and ignorance; 
hostile to labor, reducing it to servi- 
tude, and decreasing two thirds the 
value of its products; hostile to 
morals, repudiating among slaves the 
marital and parental condition, classi- 
fying them by law as chattels, darken- 
ing the immortal soul, and making it 
a crime to teach millions of human 
beings to read or write. Surely such a 
‘system is hostile-to civilization, which 
consists in the education of the masses 
of the people of a country, and not of 
the few only. A State, one third of 
whose population are slaves, classified 
by law as chattels, and forbidden all 
instruction, and nearly one fifth of whose 
adult whites cannot read or write, is 
semi-civilized, however enlightened may 
be the ruling classes. If a highly edu- 
cated chief or parliament governed 
China or Dahomey, they would still be 
semi-civilized or barbarous countries, 
however enlightened their rulers might 
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be. The real discord between the 
North and the South is not only the 
difference between freedom and slavery, 
but between civilization and barbarism 
caused by slavery. When we speak of 
a civilized nation, we mean the masses 
of the people, and not the government 
or rulers only.. The enlightenment of 
the people is the true criterion of civil- 
ization, and any community that falls 
below this standard, is barbarous or 
semi-civilized. In countries where 
kings or oligarchies rule, the govern- 
ment may be maintained, (however un- 
justly,) without educating the masses; 
but, in a republic, or popular govern- 
ment, this is impossible; and the de- 
luded masses of the South never could 
have been driven into this rebellion, 
but for the ignorance into which they 
had been plunged by slavery; nor is 
there any remedy forthe evil but eman- 
cipation. If, then, we would give sta- 
bility and wisdom to the government, 
and perpetuity to the Union, we must 
abolish slavery, which withholds edu- 
cation and enlightenment from the 
masses of the people, who, with us, 
control the policy of the nation. 

With our only cause of ignorance 
and poverty among the people, and 
only element of discord among the 
States, extirpated by the gradual re- 
moval of slavery and negroism, we 
would bound forward in a new and 
wonderful career of power and pros- 
perity. Our noble vessel of state, the 


great Republic, freighted with the. 


hopes of humanity, and the liberties of 
our country and of mankind, still bear- 
ing aloft the flag of our mighty Union, 
indissoluble by domestic traitors or 
conspiring oligarchs, will, under Divine 
guidance, pass over the troubled wa- 
ters, reassuring a desponding world, as 
she glides into the blessed haven of 
safety and repose. All the miracles of 
our past career would be eclipsed by 
the glories of the future. We might 
then laugh to scorn the impotent 
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malice of foreign foes. Without force 
or fraud, without sceptre or bayonet, 
our moral influence and example, for 
their own good, and by their own free 
choice, would control the institutions 
and destiny of nations. The wise men 
of the East may then journey westward 
again, to see the rising star of a regen- 
erated humanity, the fall of thrones and 
dynasties, the lifting up of the down- 
trodden masses, and the political re- 
demption of our race, not by a new 
dispensation, but by the fulfilment thus 
of the glorious prophecies and blessed 
promises of Holy Writ. And can we 
not lift ourselves into that serene at- 
mosphere of love of country and of our 
race, above all selfish schemes or mere 
party devices, and contemplate the 
grandeur of these results, if now, now, 
Now we will only.do our duty? Now, 
indeed, is the ‘accepted time, now is 
the day of the ‘salvation’ of our country. 
And now, as in former days of trouble, 
let us remember the mighty dead, as, 
when living, silencing the voice of 
treason, and calming the tempest of 
revolution, he uttered those electric 
words: ‘Unton AND LIBERTY, NOW AND 
FOREVER, ONE AND INSEPARABLE !’ 

If we could rise to the height of 
prophetic vision, behold the procession 
of coming events, and, unrolling the 
scroll of advancing years and centuries, 
contemplate our Union securing by its 
example the rights and liberties of 
man, weuld we not welcome any sacri- 
fice, even death itself, if we could thus" 
aid in accomplishing results so god- 
like and sublime? But, whether in 
gloom or glory, chastened for national 
sins or rewarded for good deeds, let us 
realize the great truth, that the Al- 
mighty directs nations as well as 
planets in their course, governs the 
moral as well as the material world, 
never abdicating for a moment the con- 
trol of either; and that persevering 
opposition to his laws must meet, in 
the end, retributive justice. 
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O watcuER for the dawn of day, 
As o’er the mountain peaks afar 
Hangs in the twilight cold and gray, 
Like a bright lamp, the morning star! 
Though slow the daybeams creep along 
The serried pines which top the hills, 
And gloomy shadows brood among 
The silent valleys, and the rills 


Seem almost hushed—patience awhile ! 
Though slowly night to day gives birth, 
Soon the young babe with radiant smile 
Shall gladden all the waiting earth. 
By fair gradation changes come, 
No harsh transitions mar God’s plan, 
But slowly works from sun to sun 
His perfect rule of love to man, 


And patience, too, my countrymen, 
In this our nation’s fierce ordeal ! 
Bright burns the searching flame, and then, 
The dross consumed, shall shine the real. 
Wake, watcher! see the mountain peaks 
Already catch a golden ray, 
Light on the far horizon speaks 
The dawning of a glorious day. 


Murky the shadows still that cling 
In the deep valleys, but the mist 
Is soaring up on silver wing 
To where the sun the clouds has kissed. 
Hard-fought and long the strife may be, 
The powers of wrong be slow to yield, 
But Right shall gain the victory, 
And Freedom hold the battle field. 
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AMERICAN DESTINY. 


We would study the question of 
American Destiny in the light of com- 
mon sense, of history, and of science. 

It may be unusual to illustrate from 
science a principle which is to have a 
political application ; but we shall en- 
deavor fo do so, believing it to be un- 
exceptionably legitimate. The differ- 
ent departments of science, science and 
history, science and politics, have been, 
heretofore, kept quite distinct as to the 
provinces of inquiry to which it was 
presumed they severally belonged. 
Each has been cultivated as if it had 
no relation external to itself, and was 
not one of a family of cognate truths, 
This, however, is undergoing a gradual 
but certain change, in which it is be- 
coming constantly more manifest that 
between the different departments of 
human inquiry there are mutual de- 
pendences and complicated interrela- 
tions, which enable us, by the truths 
of one science, to thread the mazes of 
another. 

There are certain general laws which 
pertain with equal validity to many 
departments of activity in the natural 
world ; there are parallel lines of develop- 
ment as the result of the inherent corre- 
lation of forces. Thus, if we have found 
a great general law in physiology, that 
same law may apply with equal aptness 
to astronomy, geology, chemistry, and 
even to social and political evolution. 

One of these general laws, and per- 
haps the most comprehensive in its 
character and universal in its applica- 
tion of any yet known, we will an- 
nounce in the language of Guyot, the 
comparative geographer: ‘We have 
recognized in the life of all that de- 
velops itself, three successive states, 
three grand phases, three evolutions, 
identically repeated in every order of 
existence; a chaos, where all is con- 
founded together ; a development, where 
all is separating ; a unity, where all is 


binding itself together and organizing. 
We have observed that here is the law 
of phenomenal life, the formula of de- 
velopment, whether in inorganic nature 
or in organized nature.’ 

This answers for the department of 
physics and physiology. We will let 
Guizot, the historian, speak for the 
political and social realm: ‘ All things, 
at their origin, are nearly confounded 
in one and the same physiognomy ; it 
is only in their aftergrowth that their 
variety shows itself. Then begins a 
new development which urges forward 
societies toward that free and lofty 
unity, the glorious object of the efforts 
and wishes of mankind.’ 

We find an illustration of this law in 
the simplest of the Sciences, if the neb- 
ular hypothesis be true, as most astron- 
omers believe. We have first the 
chaotic, nebulous matter, then the for- 
mation of worlds therefrom, by a con- 
tinuous process of unfolding. Each 
world is a unit within itself, but part 
of a still greater unit composed of a 
system of worlds revolving around the 
same sun; and this greater unit, part 
of one which is still greater—a star 
cluster, composed of many planetary 
systems, and subject to the same great 
cosmical laws. If the theory be correct, 
we find, in this example, the heteroge- 
neous derived from the simple, and far 
more completely an organized unit, 
with all its complexity, than was the 
chaotic mass from which development 
originally proceeded. 

We find additional illustration in 
coming to our own world. Its prime- 
val geography was simple and uni- 
form ; there was little diversity of coast 
line, soil, or surface. But the cooling 
process of the earth went on, the sur- 
fate contracted and ridged up, the ex- 
posed rocks were disintegrated by the 
action of the atmosphere and the wa- 
ters; the sediment deposited in the 
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bottom of the seas was thrown to the 
surface; continents were enlarged, 
higher mountain ranges upheaved, the 
coasts worn into greater irregularity of 
outline; and everywhere the soil be- 
came more composite, the surface more 
uneven, the landscape more variegated. 

Corresponding changes have taken 
place in the climate. At first the tem- 
perature of the earth was much warmer 
than now, and uniform in all parallels 
of latitude, as is shown by the fossil re- 
mains. Now we have a great diver- 
sity of climate, whether we contrast the 
polar with the torrid regions, or the 
different seasons of the temperate zone 
with each other. 

The same law of increasing diversity 
obtains in the fauna and flora of the 
various periods of geological history. 
The earliest fossil record of animal life 
is witness to the simplicity of organic 
structure. Among vertebrated ani- 
mals, fishes first appear, next reptiles, 
then birds ; still higher, the lower type 
of animals which syckle their young; 
and as the strata become more recent, 
still higher forms of mammalia, till we 
reach the upper tertiary, in which 
geologists have discovered the remains 
of many animals of complex structure 
nearly allied to those which are now in 
existence. In the historic period ap- 
pear many organic forms of still greater 
complexity, with man at the head of 
the zoological series. 

In this glance of zoological progress, 
we discover increasing complication of 
two kinds; for while the individual 
structure has been constantly becoming 
more complex, there are now in exist- 
ence the analogues of the lowest fossil 
types, which, with the highest, and 
with all the intermediate, present a 
maze and vastness of complication, 
which, in comparison with the homo- 
geneity of the aggregate of early struc- 
ture, is sufficiently obvious and impres- 
sive. 

There is in this view, still another 
outline of increasing complexity. At 
first the same types prevailed all over 
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the earth’s surface ; but as the soil, at- 
mosphere, and climate changed, and 
the anima! structure became more com- 
plex and varied, the limits of particular 
species became more and more local- 
ized, till the earth’s surface presented 
zoological districts, with the fauna of 
each peculiar to itself. 

But, what of unitization? Here, there 
appears to be divergence only, and that 
continually increasing. ; 

Guyot says that ‘the unity reappears 
with the creation of man, who combines 
in his physical nature all the perfec- 
tions of the animal, and who is the end 
of all this long progression of organized 
beings.’ Agassiz recognizes man alone 
as cosmopolite; and Comte regards 
him as the supreme head of the econo- 
my of nature, and representative of the 
fundamental unity of the anatomical 
scale, 

But another and more obvious ex- 
ample of unitization in complexity, is 
derivable from the consideration of the 
animal organism, and will soon be 
given. 

We will merely mention in passing, 
that the most complex animals, in the 
various stages of fetal development 
through which they pass, correspond 
to the types of structure which are per- 
manent in the lower forms of animal 
life.’ Thus, in the zoological chain, 
there are beings of all grades, from the 
most simple in structure to the most 
complex; and the most complex ani- 
mal, in its development from the ovum 
or egg, passes through all these grades 
of structure, ending in that which is 
above all, and distinctively its own. 
‘Without going into tedious details, 
man presents, as regards the most im- 
portant of his constituent structures, 
his nervous system, the successive char- 
acteristics of an avertebrated animal, a 
fish, a turtle, a bird, a quadruped, a 
quadrumanous animal, before he as- 
sumes the special human characteris- 
tics.’ (Draper.) 

Our purpose being to show that 
while complexity of structure is con- 
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stantly increasing, unitization, or the 
organized dependence of one part on 
another, is, at the same time, becoming 
more complete, we shall refer briefly to 
the comparative anatomy and physi- 
ology of animals. There is in this con- 
nection such wealth of material—a long 
chain of animal beings with all grades 
of structure from very simple to very 
complex ; each complex animal, in its 
development from the ovum, passing 
through all the lower types of struc- 
ture in succession; sO many new or- 

and functions arising in the course 
of this development; each organ so 
arising, becoming, in its turn, more 
complex in structure, more specialized 
in function, and more dependent on the 
office of other organs ;—in the midst, I 
say, of all this wealth of material, indi- 
cated here in a great general and imper- 
fect manner, the difficulty, in so brief an 
exposition as this, is to know what 
facts to seize upon as calculated to il- 
lustrate most aptly the principle under 
consideration. 

The development of the senses, with 
reference to their organs, nerves, and 
functions, presents a striking illustra- 
tion of increasing complexity. 

In the lowest forms of animal life, 
we find general sensibility only, and it 
is claimed that this exists in the lowest 
forms, without even the presence of 
nerves. But as we rise higher in the 
scale, the special organs of sense grad- 
ually become developed—one new sense 
after another appears; but this is not 
the only line of increasing complexity. 
When an organ of sense first appears, 
its function is of the simplest charac- 
ter; and it is only when we reach the 
highest types of animal life that it 
performs the greatest variety of offices 
peculiar thereto, That of touch is, at 
first, but crude and simple, becoming 
delicate and complicated only in the 
highest types. The sense of pain is a 
differentiated function, possessed only 
in a slight degree by reptiles and fishes, 
and probably not at all by animals 
still lower in the scale, 
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The eye-spots of star fishes and jelly 
fishes simply distinguish light from 
darkness, much as we do with our eyes 
closed. There are many degrees of de- 
velopment from this condition of the 
inferior organism to that of the human 
eye, which distinguishes the nicest 
shades of color, distance, form, and 
size of objects, and the play of passion 
on the human countenance. 

The same variety of function is ac- 
quired by the ear in its development 
from its simplest to its most complex 
form. In the higher animals, the or- 
gan of hearing is formed of three parts, 
an external, middle, and internal por- 
tion; but in birds the external ear is 
wanting ; in fishes both the external 
and middle parts are wanting ; in mol+ 
lusks it is reduced to a simple sack of 
microscopic dimensions, filled with a 
liquid in which there are otolithes, or 
pebbly substances. Such an organ can 
distinguish noises only; it can recog- 
nize nothing of the infinite variety of 
articulations, notes, tones, melodies, 
harmonies of the ‘human voice and of 
musical instruments. There is even a 
great difference between the disciplined, 
and therefore differentiated ear of a 
cultured person, and the undisciplined, 
and therefore less differentiated ear of 
a boor. Similar specializations of 
structure and function pertain to the 
other senses ; bat we may pass them. 

The digestive, circulatory, and re- 
spiratory systems, and all the other sys- 
tems of the animal structure, evince the 
same law. , 

The lowest form of the circulating 
fluid, as in sponges, is simply water 
containing gases. and organic particles ; 
and this can searcely be spoken of as 
circulating, for it is merely drawn in 
and then expelled. A little higher in 
the scale naturalists find a ‘ chylaqueous 
fluid,’ which oscillates in the general 
cavity of the sack-like animal. The 
true blood is another step in develop- 
ment; and even this organized fluid 
changes its as the scale ad- 
vances, Most animals have no heart; 





and when the organ does first appear, 
it is but a simple, rudimentary struc- 
ture, very unlike the complex machine 
which plays at the centre of circulation 
in the higher types. 

Though fishes breathe through their 
gills, receiving all the oxygen they re- 
quire from the small amount of air in 
the water, the swimming bladder is in 
them the rudimentary lung—a very 
simple structure, indeed, when com- 
pared with the more complex arrange- 
ment for respiration in the higher ani- 
mals. | 

Some animals of gelatinous, and 
therefore flexible structure, perform di- 
gestion by folding their bodies over the 
food, and pressing the nutritious mat- 
‘ter out of it: they extemporize a stom- 
ach for the occasion. And even in 
some of their higher types, in such as 
have a permanent mouth and stomach, 
the digestive process is simply a squeez- 
ing out of the elements of nutrition. 
The digestive apparatus, from being 
a simple sack in the polype and similar 
organisms, becomes, by a continuous 
unfolding, the complicated structure 
which we find in the higher animals, 
with various organs effecting various 
parts of the digestive change, and even 
different parts of the same organ hav- 
ing specialized functions to perform. 

The most complex animal proceeds 
originally from a simple cell; and ‘ at 
the two extremes we may contemplate 
the single germinal membrane of the 
ovum, which is discharging contem- 
poraneously every function—digesting, 
absorbing, respiring, etc.; and the 
complete organic apparatus of man, the 
stomach, the lungs, the skin, the kid- 
neys, and the liver—mechanisms set 
apart each for the discharge of a special 
duty, yet each having arisen, as we 
know positively from watching the or- 
der of their development, from that 
simple germinal membrane.’ (Draper.) 
This is what one physiologist says of 
the ovum which is being developed in- 
to a complex being. Jere is what 
another says of animals at the lower 
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end of the zoological scale: ‘The 
simplest organisms breathe, exhale, se- 
crete, absorb, and reproduce, by their 
envelopes alone.’ (Lewes.) Here we 
perceive the resemblance between the 
ovum of the higher animals and the 
permanent structure of the lower ani- 
mals, Indeed, some of the lower forms 
of animal life are simply cells. How 
vast the difference between the organ- 
ism of man, with all its complexity of 
structure, and that of the Ameba or 
Actinophrys, which, being merely a 
homogeneous mass of organic matter, 
performs all the functions of its simple 
life without any special organ what- 
ever! Yet, is man any less a unit than 
the Ameba, or any other simple organ- 
ism? Does his multiplicity of organsim- 
pair the integrity of his anatomical and 
physiological oneness? Is the circula- 
tion independent of respiration? Is di- 
gestion independent of the circulation ? 
Can any one organ act independently 
of the others? Is not the entire series 
of parts, organs, and functions bound 
up in complete and inseparable unity ? 
The vicarious action of one organ for 
another has been a question among 
physiologists; and if admitted, as in 
the case of the salivary glands acting 
for the kidneys in profuse spitting, and 
the skin for the liver, the vicarious 
function can only obtain to a slight 
degree and in a temporary manner. 
The destruction of any considerable or- 
gan involves the destruction of all the 
rest. I repeat that the integrity of the 
physiological unity at the top of the 
scale, is far more complete, with all its 
complexity, than is the integrity of the 
physiological unity at the bottom of 
the scale, with its marked simplicity 
of structure. By no sort of legerde- 
main or surgical skill can we muke an 
individual mammal become two. If 
we divide it, the whole dies. Not so, 
however, with some of the lower grades 
of animal existence. Cut a hydra into 
thirty or forty pieces, and each piece 
will become a distinct animal—a fac- 
simile of the original one. In quite 
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an analogous way do a large number 
of animals at the lower end of the scale 
propagate, by segmentation and divis- 
ion ; one individual becoming two, two 
four, and so on. 

Many examples might be adduced to 
show the absence of organized unity in 
the lower orders of the animal creation. 
Thus, in the annelid, which is com- 
posed of a great many similar rings, 
and is regarded as quite a complex 
creature, there is so little dependence 
of one part on another, that a number 
of the rings may be destroyed without 


any injury to the rest. The Synapta, 


when in want of food, will amputate 
its own body to procure the necessary 
supply; and it has been observed to 
repeat the operation, until it ‘had by 
degrees eaten away the whole of its 
body to keep life in the head.’ (Quatre- 
fages.) Such a phenomenon as this is 
very unlike that presented by the high- 
er animals, which, together with their 
multiplied individuality of part and 
function, and their infinite variety of 
physiognomic expression, present, at 
the same time, a unity of organization so 
complete, that an injury to one part is 
instantaneously telegraphed to all parts 
of the system, and sympathized in by 
all to a greater or less extent. 

As in physiology, the development 
of the individual corresponds to the 
development of the entire zoological 
series; so, when we rise into the 
psychological realm, do we ascertain 
that the development of the individual 
mind corresponds to the development 
of the mental series from the savage to 
the civilized. In the physiognomy of 
the savage there is little variety of ex- 
pression ; he has not differentiated that 
multiplicity of thought and feeling 
which moulds the face and plays upon 
its lineaments in the cultivated Teu- 
ton. The same is true of the latter 
while an infant. But who will say 
that the cultured man of this age is 
less a balanced, unitized creature than 
the child of the cradle, or of the for- 
est? The latter is but a creature of 
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impulse, moved by every appetite, and 
swayed by every gust of passion. He 
has no fixed principles for the regula- 
tion of his life. There is no presiding 
power to rule and subordinate the tu- 
multuous and refractory elements of his 
character, and thus unitize the mental 
organism and its manifestations. This 
is what culture gives. Here then we 
also perceive that with the develop- 
ment of variety and complexity, the 
element of unity becomes more active 
and manifest. This view of the pro- 
gressive unitization of the individual 
man in a psychological aspect, is very 
suggestive when taken in connection 
with the wane of despotism and the 
growth of liberty, as society and gov- 
ernment advance, and it becomes ever 
less the province of law to govern, and 
also to regulate. 

We have adduced some of the illus- 
trations which physical and physio- 
logical science affords of the Law of 
Universal Development: let us close 
this part of our subject with the illus- 
trations afforded by the rise and pro- 
gress of Science as a whole. The first 
germs of science were very simple, ex- 
isting in connection with Art, and sub- 
serving the purposes of priestcraft. 
Fora long time the range of scientific in- 
quiry was so limited that the same indi- 
vidual was able to grasp it entire. But 
one branch after another has sprung up, 
diverging more and more into the realms 
of the unknown, until no one mind can 
hope to obtain even a general knowl- 
edge of them all. 

But this has not been the only ten- 
dency of scientific growth. Divergence 
and differentiation had not proceeded 
far till the combining and organizing 
movement bevan. The more individual- 
ity and complexity have threatened to 
outreach the mental powers and become 
unmanageable, the more have order and 
organization shown their ability to sub- 
ordinate and unitize the seeming diver- 
sity of elements. While the sciences con- 
tinued to increase in number and com- 


plexity, they began to overlap and in- 
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terlace, the principles of one running 
into the domain of another, and even 
codrdinating and binding together its 
seemingly incongruous parts. 

A simple scientific generalization is 
based on certain facts which, taken in 
their collective capacity, mean the truth 
which is expressed in the formula. A 
higher generalization embraces those 
which are simpler, and unites by its 
expression the truths which they con- 
tain into the formula of one great 
truth. This process goes on, rising 
constantly higher and higher, the gen- 


eralizations of the ascending series be- 


coming more comprehensive, and the 
convergence of all the diversified ele- 


ments into great general laws more’ 


striking and complete. Thus advances 
the unitizing movement of science ; and 
it is now progressing with a steadiness 
and certainty unknown in former pe- 
riods of research. Great minds are at 
this moment occupied in the discovery 
and verification of these great unitizing 
laws. Thus we perceive, that while sci- 
ence has developed a bewildering mass of 
individual facts and minor principles, 
it has also developed the germs of a 
unity which is destined to unfold with 
a richness and magnificence of result 
heretofore unknown in the annals of 
human inquiry. 

As the special departments of science 
have testified, so also does the general 
view of all science testify to this Law 
of Universal Development. 

But, what has all this to do with 
American Destiny? Very much, as 
. may yet appear. It is by the Past only 

that we can read the Future; and if 
in history and in all development, there 
is revealed by the inductive process a 
great general law, that law becomes 
the Oracle of Destiny. 

A fitting transition from science to 
history would be ethnology, the sci- 
ence of races, connected as it is with 
physics, chemistry, and physiology, on 
the one hand, and with history on the 
other. 

There are different theories in vogue 
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to account for the diversity of human 
races now in existence. Some refer 
human origin to an original pair, whose 
descendants have changed through the 
action of physical causes, as food, soil, 
climate, and scenery, and also through 
the operation of moral ones as depend- 
ent on the physical, and therefore sec- 
ondary thereto, such as manners, cus- 
toms, and government. Others deduce 
it from different lines of development, 
coming up through the zoological 
scale, and thence passing from the lower 
to the higher races of men. Others 
still speak of mankind as originating 
‘in nations,’ each race being fixed in its 
physical and’ mental characteristics, 
and having an origin independent and 
distinct from all others. 

It matters little to our purpose which 
of these theories may be true, the dif- 
ference as to aptness of illustration 
being only one of degree. We prefer, 
however, to deal with facts in regard 
to which there is little or no differ- 
ence of opinion among the theorists 
themselves. 

There are simple and complex peo- 
ples or races, as there are simple and 
complex organisms. Take any primi- 
tive race, whether described. in history 
or by some contemporaneous traveller : 
in a physical point of view, the men 
are all very nearly alike, and the women 
likewise. Describe one individual, and 
you have the description for all other 
individuals of the same sex belonging 
to the race. And there is not usually 
as much difference in the physical ap- 
pearance of the sexes in primitive races 
as among those who.stand higher in 
the scale. What is true of their phy- 
sique, is also true of their minds. As 
one thinks and feels, so all think and 
feel—and_ that, too, without concert; 
it is the simple expression of an undi- 
versified mental organism. Their fac- 
ulties are rude and uncultivated ; they 
act chiefly on the perceptive plane, re- 
flecting but little. They are predomi- 
nantly sensual, not having developed 
the higher mental activities which per- 
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tain to an advanced state of society and 
result in those great diversities of 
attainment and expression among in- 
dividuals of the same people. There 
are reasons for believing that there was 
a time when this planet had no human 
inhabitants but races of this simple 
type. Great changes have taken place 
since that day ; changes which, by the 
law of their accomplishment, correspond 
precisely with the changes which have 
taken place in the zoological scale. 
Owing to causes which we may not 
fully understand, races have been de- 
veloped which present, each within its 
own limits, great contrarieties of physi- 
cal appearance and mental characteris- 


tics. Among ‘ Anglo-Saxons’ there is . 


often greater diversity in members of 
the same family, than you would find 
in a million individuals of a primitive 
race. The complex appears, somehow 
or other, to have been developed from 
the simple. 

The simple fact of a population be- 
coming more numerous, necessitates 
certain changes—from hunting to pas- 
turage, for example, from pastoral life 
to agricultural and fixed habitation— 
and these would affect the habits, 
modes of thought, and, to some extent, 
personal appearance. The modification 
of climate by clearing, draining, and 
cultivation, and the removal of a people 
from one climate to another, would ef- 
fect still other changes. But the inter- 
mixture of races by war and immigra- 
tion has, perhaps, done more than any 
other cause to produce the great physi- 
cal diversities which we now find in 
the higher races. Having traced the 
stream of warlike immigration from 
Eastern Asia westward, and thence to 
Central Europe, and still westward and 
southward to the shores of the Atlantic, 
and even across the Mediterranean into 
Africa, overwhelming the Roman Em- 
pire of the West in its course,—observe 
this tide of human movement, as wave 
followed wave for centuries, rolling 
peoples against and over one another, 


confounding them together, and leaving 


- 


them upon the same soil, or in close 
proximity to each other ; and, even ad- 
mitting that they were simple and 
primitive to begin with, we shall not 
wonder at the diversified aspect of the 
people of Europe and their descendants 
in America. But this is only one series 
of movements from which has resulted 
the intermixture of races; there are 
others, and some, no doubt, beyond the 
farthest reach of history. The process 
of intermixture is still going on, es- 
pecially in the Western World, though 
by methods usually more peaceful than 
formerly. The result multiplies itself, 
and the leading races of mankind are 
becoming constantly more composite. 

The contact and intermixture of races 
have had a moral result, which, in its 
turn, acts upon the physical. Mental 
development has been one of the results 
of ‘war and immigration; one people 
learning from another, and striking out 
new modes of thought from the sheer 
necessity of new circumstances; and 
this mental development changing the 
physiognomic expression and general 
bearing of the man. This result has 
been increasing in geometrical progres- 
sion since history, printing, and the 
facilities of intercommunication have 
made the culture of one people con- 
tagious to other peoples, and the at- 
tainments of one generation available to 
all the generations that follow. Thus 
does every movement among the nations 
conspire to chafge the simple types 
into those which are more complex. 

The ethnological unity may be less 
apparent; and before we clearly per- 
ceive it, we may have to rise into the 
consideration of social and political 
relations, not divorcing these from 
physiology, without which no question 
relative to man can be rightly judged. 
And it may be that after greater de- 
velopment in this direction, the unity 
of races may become more distinctly 
pronounced and more readily recog- 
nized. 

We may observe, in passing, that the 
same causes which have contributed to 





this ethnological complexity, have, at 
the same time, aided in the develop- 
ment of the cosmical idea—the idea of 
the unity of the universe. At first, 
tribes had little communication with 
each other, and knew nothing of geog- 
raphy beyond the limits of their own 
hunting grounds. They knew as little 
of the vastness of the earth outside of 
their domain as of that of the universe. 
This could only be conjectured from 
the vantage ground of some degree of 
intellectual culture, and the idea must 
remain vague and indefinite till after 
long ages of real experience and intel- 
lectual unfolding. It was not till after 
Alexander’s conquests in the East, the 
extension of the Roman Empire, the in- 
vention of the mariner’s compass, the 
discovery of America, and the circum- 
navigation of the globe, together with 
the perfection of optical instruments’ by 
the use of which the true character of 
the celestial bodies was demonstrated, 
that the cosmical idea became truly a 
scientific one. (Humboldt.) Thus were 
the partial and fragmentary notions of 
early peoples at length corrected, en- 
larged, unitized. 

Closely akin to this is the develop- 
ment of the god-idea. Fetich-wor- 
ship is that of the rudest people. They 
see a god in every individual object, in 
every stream, in every tree, in every 
stone. All they see is, however, shroud- 
ed in mystery, and they have a blind 


* veneration for every object. A step 


farther, and the developing mind gen- 
eralizes these objects. The individual 


. trees, for example, are taken collective- 


ly, and their divine representative wor- 
shipped as the god of the groves. 
There are, at the same time, other unit- 
izing conceptions of the god-idea. 
There is a god of the hills, a god of 
the streams, of the seas, and so on. 
New classes of divinities may be evolv- 
ed in the mythological system; the 
strong and salient passions of our na- 
ture may come to have their deities— 
to be unitized, at length, with all other 
gods. Meantime, mankind are forming 


American Destiny. 


into states, with some degree of regular 
government; and apparently in accord- 
ance with this fact, the gods are sub- 
jected to the partial control of one 
who is greater than all the rest, and 
who is their father and king, but him- 
self subject to the decrees of Fate. 
Another grand step, and seemingly in 
correspondence with the more central- 
ized government of a vast and powerful 
empire, we hear of one Gop only, who 
is all-powerful, and master of Fate it- 
self, with a hierarchy of angels, pow- 
ers, and principalities, reaching from 
God to man, and subordinate to the 
Central Will, which rules all things, 
whether ‘in the armies of heaven or 
among the inhabitants of the carth.’ 
Thus did the idea of one God eventually 
swallow up all the others; and the 
god-idea was completely unitized. 

We now come to consider the politi- 
cal and social evolution of mankind, as 
it appears to be revealed by the com- 
parison of various stages of national 
growth. 

The primitive condition of all races, 
so far as history and travel reveal it, 
correspond with what is characterized 
as homogeneous or unorganized. So- 
cially and politically, individuals of 
the same sex are all alike. There are 
no classes in society, no rulers, no aris- 
tocrats—no society even—nothing but 
individuals ; and it is here that we find 
individuality in its purest form. There 
is no law originating with a sovereign, 
or with the people, for the adjustment 
of difficulties ; every individual avenges 
his own wrongs in his own way. Co- 
operation is scarcely known; there is 
nothing in their habits, nothing in 
their social and political relations to 
bind society together; there are no 
specialized parts or functions—no de- 
pendence of one part on another ; it is 
marked by a homogeneity of structure, 
if structure it can be called, which is 
unimpeachable. The only codperation 
which obtains beyond the limits of the 
family, is that of hunting and war; and 
these exercises develop the need of a 
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chief or leader. The strongest and 
most daring are self-elected by virtue 
of individual prowess. But still the 
chief is very like all the rest of the 
tribe, lives in the same style, provides 
for his own wants in the same way, has 
no special privileges—is merely a chief 
or leader, and nothing more. And 
afterward, when he may have acquired 
some degree of authority, that authority 
is purely of a military character—civil 
government is not yet born. Usage 
comes at length to confirm the chief's 
right, and human selfishness works out 
its legitimate results: smaller men are 
dwarfed, as occasion permits, in order 
that the one who is greatest may be 
magnified. His office becomes heredi- 
tary, and his family is, at length, fabled 
to have descended from the gods. 
This is the tendency of primitive ig- 
norance and superstition: there must 


be a sensual object for the blind ven-" 


eration of sensual minds; and the im- 
agination readily provides this, by at- 
tributing to the progenitors of their 
chiefs vast corporeal forms, great 
strength ‘and skill, undaunted courage, 
and success in amorous intrigue—the 
perfection of those qualities which they 
themselves most covet. Their chiefs or 
petty kings are now such by divine 
origin; and when civil-relations be- 
come developed, one man combines 
within himself all the prerogatives of 
civil, military, and religious govern- 
ment. 

The ambition and turbulence of the 
chief or petty king and of his people 
bring them into hostile,conflict with 
other tribes or petty states; and when 
victorious, they appropriate the con- 
quered territory, and annihilate, en- 
slave, or extend their rule over the 
vanquished people. This warlike en- 
croachment and increase of power alarm 
other states, and they form confed- 
eracies or leagues more or less intimate 
and permanent for resistance and mu- 
tual protection. Thus does the unit- 
izing element of government gather 
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strength with the progress of political 


movement. 

The ambitious chieftain, having ac- 
quired greater power than his neigh- 
bors, conceives of further aggrandize- © 
ment, undertakes new conquests, at- 
tacks the weak, and adds other states 
to his own, till in time he may have 
made himself a great sovereign and won 
a great kingdom. These new con- 
quests impose additional cares on the 
ruler; but he uses the tools of his pow- 
er to execute his will; he governs his 
kingdoms with absolute sway, as a 
general governs his army; it is a mili- 
tary despotism of the simplest struc- 
ture, and all prerogatives and interests 
are merged in and subservient to this 
one. The civil function is not yet de- 
veloped as distinct from the military. 
Only one idea pervades the govern- 
meat, and that is the idea of absolute 
rule by brute force. Society has as yet 
developed few elements, has but few 
interests and little functional diversity ; 
there are only two classes, the ruler and 
the ruled, the masters and the slaves, 
There being but few political and 
social interests to play among each 
other, there cannot be development for 
want of activity; there can be little 
progress of any kind. Such are the 
simple, unprogressive, one-idea govern- 
ments which prevailed in the earliest 
times of which we have any tolerably 
authentic record, and which still pre- 
vail among half-civilized peoples. 

Government is simply a growth, a 
development, and it must correspond 
to the character of the people out of 
whose mental status it has sprung. If 
the people are homogeneous in their 
mental structure, their social and polit- 
ical interests must be correspondingly 
homogeneous and simple. The more 
rude and primitive the minds of any 
people, the fewer are the relations ex- 
ternal to the individual which obtain 
among them. But when a people, or a 
mixture of peoples, have developed 
great versatility of mind, a great va- 
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riety of tastes, propensities, aspirations, 
and interests, their social and political 
institutions become correspondingly 
heterogeneous and complex. Such are 
the social and political systems of Mid- 
dle and Western Europe. There was 
nothing of the kind in the ancient 
world. Then the people were more 
simple and less versatile in their men- 
tal habitudes; and a simple, though 
despotic government was the inevitable 
outgrowth. Rome was but a military 
despotism, and it conquered and ruled 
‘with military stringency. It was not 
till the reign of Diocletian that the 
civil functions were divorced from the 
military, and then only to a partial ex- 
tent. It remained for Constantine to 
carry out more fully what Diocletian 
had begun, and to divide, or, if you 
please, to differentiate the government- 
al functions to an extent which had 
been altogether unknown before. 

The people of the provinces subject 
to Roman dominion had no recognized 
rights, no voice in their own govern- 
ment, but were dominated by the cen- 
tral power at Rome. The right of 
representation, so sacred in modern 
times as an element of confederate pol- 
icy, they did not desire nor appreciate ; 
for, when seven provinces of the south 
of Gaul were commanded by the em- 
peror Honorius to send a representa- 
tion of their chief men to the city of 
Arles for the supervision of interests 
which concerned themselves, they dis- 
regarded the mandate. A central des- 
potism maintained Roman unity ; and, 
whenever its iron arm should by any 
means become weakened, the empire 
must fall into fragments. 

The dissolution of the Roman Em- 
pire in the West was the end of one 
cycle; thence began another—that in 
which we now are, and which should 
be of absorbing interest to us. A state 
of affairs quite unlike anything known 
before was then inaugurated. Hun- 
dreds of years have been required to 
develop results so as to enable the hu- 
man mind to divine at all definitely the 
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law of its movement; and hundreds 
more may be required to develop the 
full fruition of what was then so inaus- 
Piciously begun. 

As we are all aware, the Roman Em- 
pire of the West was overrun by hordes 
of barbarians from the North, who an- 
nihilated a great portion of the old 
population, and changed the character 
of society. But Rome did not’ die 
without bequeathing a legacy to be 
enjoyed by the descendants at least of 
those by whose hands she had fallen. 
There was still some remembrance of 
what Rome was. Guizot says that 
‘the two elements which passed from 
the Roman civilization into ours were, 
first, the system of municipal corpora- 
tions—its habits, its regulations, its 
principle of liberty, a general civil 
legislation common to all ; secondly, the 
idea of absolute power—the principle 
of order and the principle of servitude.’ 
These elements, though almost latent for 
a time, were destined to make up and 
play a conspicuous part in the war of 
diversified interests and the adjust- 
ment of political relations, hundreds 
of years afterward. 

Another element of society at the 
time of the Fall, was the Church. The 
barbarians conquered the empire, but 
the Church conquered them; without 
gaining much, however, to show for 
her victory ; for, while the barbarians 
embraced Christianity, they reduced it 
to barbarism, and were much the same 
rude, cruel people, after their conver- 
sion, that they were before. The 
Church, however, in its origin and 
growth, illustrates the law under con- 
sideration, in the gradual development 
of the distinct specialities of organiza- 
tion ; and we are now regarding it at 
a time when it was one element among 
others, and destined with them, by the 
interaction of their various forces, to 
evolve a still higher unity. 

Another element in society, at this 
time, was that which was brought by 
the conquerors from their native wilds 
in the free North. They were a rude, 
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and even savage people, with no fixed 
ideas of property, but living by hunt- 
ing and pasturage, and driving their 
herds from one region to another as ne- 
cessity required. The most marked 
and distinctive feature in their charac- 
ter, and that which played the most 
conspicuous part in the social and po- 
litical drama of the following centuries 
of development, was their personal in- 
dependence—their almost absolute in- 
dividuality, as the result, we believe, 
of their superior native physical consti- 
tution. : 

They had little or no codperation in 
their own country ; no combination of 
civil interests; no settked government. 
They were apt for adventure, and read- 
ily formed into bands of roving war- 
riors ; and when pressed forward by the 
tide of warlike immigration from the 
East, they conquered the Roman Em- 
pire, and divided the lands among 
themselves, German magnates courted 
followers in their own country by hos- 
pitality, by presents of horses and 
arms; but in the conquered countries, 
by grants of land for military service. 
These grants were at first made during 
pleasure, then for life, and at length 
they became hereditary. (Robertson.) 
In this manner it appears that the feu- 
dal system originated—a system which 
grew into such magnificent proportions 
in Middle and Western Eurppe. It 
was, however, a growth which was five 
centuries in maturing. (Hallam.) 

A curious circumstance, connected 
with its development, deserves to be 
noticed, as showing that certain rights, 
however desirable, and even sacred they 
may seem to be, must succumb to the 
prevailing order, however undesirable 
that system or order might, under 
other circumstances, appear to be. 
Allodial lands, or those held in the 
right of the individual, and for which 
there was no obligation of service, ex- 
cept in the general defence, were at 
length swallowed up by the feudal sys- 
tem. In those days of universal an- 
archy, rapine, and oppression, the rule 
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of might and unrestrained selfishness 
prevailed to such an extent, that small 
proprietors, having no means of defence 
against the strong, were compelled to 
surrender their allodial title for a feu- 
dal one, and do homage to the neigh- 
boring lord for the sake of protection. 
And to such an extent did the abase- 
ment of allodial privileges prevail, that 
it came at length to be recognized as 
a principle that the feudal arrangement 
was the only legitimate one; where- 
upon allodial lands were seized with 
impunity, and appropriated by the feu- 
dal barons. Even the Church was 
subordinated by the prevailing sys- 
tem. Bishops became feudal lords. 
The incomes of religious service were, 
in some cases, seized upon by the irre- 
sponsible barons, and disposed of ac- 
cording to the feudal policy. This, 
however, is but one example of the 
struggle of a system or movement to 
subordinate what stands in its way, and 
become universal ; it is a law of history. 

The feudal system was a very com- 
plete embodiment of despotism. It 
grew out of the political circumstances 
and mental status of the times, and 
could only exist by the warrant of these 
conditions. It had its redeeming qual- 
ities, however, and, no doubt, promoted 
the conditions and the spirit which 
prepared the way for its own over- 
throw and the inauguration of a better 
system. The isolated and pent-up con- 
dition of all classes, together with such 
culture as was afforded by their mode 
of life to the inmates of the baronial 
castle, made the occasion for that gen- 
eral restlessness in society from which 
proceeded such ready response to the 
fanatical appeals of Peter the Hermit. 
The Crusades lasted two hundred years, 
and contributed to the overthrow of 
feudalism by the increase of general in- 
telligence and the diminution of the 
baronial estates. 

After the fall of the empire, the cities 
began to decline, and their government 
fell, in a great measure, into the hands 
of the clergy; and thence supervened 
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a kind of ecclesiastical municipal sys- 
tem. Commerce, which some centuries 
later began to develop, gave renewed 
importance to the cities; and the ac- 
tivities developed within them were 
antagonistic to the feudal spirit, and 
destined to contribute their part, and 
an important one, to the process of ulti- 
mate organization and its accompany- 
ing phenomena. The cities at length 
became free, not without a struggle ; for 
it is not to be supposed that the great 
barons would passively allow the en- 
franchisement of a rival power within 
their own domains. In those rude 
times, the cities had little intercourse 
with each other; yet they became in- 
dependent nearly at the same time, 
showing that. this political phenome- 
non was also a growth arising out of 
the condition of the times—tie result 
of political and social causes acting in 
concert over more than half a conti- 
nent. 

The cities accomplished their politi- 
cal mission by doing something toward 
establishing law and order, and foster- 
ing the germs of freedom. Their ex- 
amplecould not but tell upon their im- 
mediate neighbors. In some cases they 
even attacked the nearest feudal lords, 
and afterward those more remote, com- 
pelling them to become citizens. Thus 
was feudalism overthrown in Italy in 
the thirteenth century. Elsewhere, 
commerce had as yet done less for the 
cities, and their progress was less rap- 
id. But, whenever they appeared, they 
had the great barons to contend with. 
The free cities or communities grad- 
ually extended intercourse with each 
other ; and for objects of commerce and 
mutual defence against their enemies, 
they formed into leagues. Coalitions 
of the feudal barons also sprung up, 
and wars between the two systems 
were frequent and bloody. Feudal 
France made war on municipal France. 
The Hanseatic league, embracing at 
one time eighty-five German cities, 
maintained successful wars against the 
monarchs themselves. There was a 
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confederacy of cities in Italy of great 
power and influence. These movements 
show that the former isolated condition 
of European society was no longer com- 
patible with the change which was be- 
ing gradually brought about in the so- 
cial elements. We perceive a manifest 
tendency toward more extensive union ; 
larger combinations were becoming a 
demand of the times. 

But, along with the progress of this 
tendency to unity, we perceive that so- 
ciety was constantly becoming more 
diversified in character, and its elements 
more distinctly defined. The institu- 
tion of chivalry, the troubadours, and 
minnesingers had played their part. 
Besides those great political and social 
powers, the Church, the barons, the 
kings, and the free cities, new classes 
were rising in society, giving it greater 
complexity, and, by their diversified ac- 
tivities and needs, urging it forward to 
@ more comprehensive and centralized 
organization. At first, in the twelfth 
century, the inhabitants of the cities or 
free communities were composed only 
of ‘small traders and small landed or 
house proprietors.’ ‘Three centuries 
afterward there were added to these, 
lawyers, physicians, men of letters, and 
local magistrates.’ (Guizot.) 

In the rude and chaotic society which 
succeeded the fall of the empire, there 
was no occupation honorable but that 
of arms ; but in the course of time, the 
meed of honor assumed new branches, 
and fell upon various classes. 

The discovery of the Pandects of 
Justinian in the twelfth century, gave 
the study of the law a new impulse, 
and, together with accompanying de- 
velopments, complicated the adminis- 
tration of justice. Rude and ignorant 
warriors were no. longer adequate to 
this function ; civil processes required 
a distinct organ ; the profession of law 
arose, and commanded its share of pub- 
lic attention and respect. With the 
rise of commerce, there was developed 
a commercial class, which acquired 
wealth, power, distinction, and a de- 
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mand for rights. With the revival of 
learning and philosophy, however un- 
promising at first, there arose a literary 
class, which attracted notice and ac- 
quired influence. 

In the view given of the earlier stages 
of modern civilization, we perceive, 
first, a social chaos which obtained for 
some time after the fall of the empire 
in the West; secondly, the develop- 
ment out of this chaos, in the course 
of centuries, of various political and 
social powers, classes, and interests, 
which were differentiated from the un- 
organized mass; thirdly, all these di- 
versified elements, classes, and interests, 
gradually tending to the formation of 
more comprehensive relations with each 
other. There was no general organiza- 
tion of these several elements, in the 
early periods of the modern cycle. 
There were what were called kings 
and kingdoms, but it was not till a 
comparatively recent period that the 
government became an integer, a com- 
plete organism, with a sensorium and 
will-power, and a mutual interrelation 
and dependence of parts and functions. 
During the prevalence of the feudal 
system and the rise of the independent 
communities, European society was 
composed of innumerable fragments, 
isolated from each other, and each car- 
ing for itself only, looking to no centre 
as the source of political order and vi- 
tality, without organization or head. 
The king did not rule the barons any 
more than the barons ruled the king— 
they were rival powers ; the barons and 
the cities were rival powers ; the kings 
and barons played off the cities against 
each other. The Church, by the pecu- 
liarity of its constitution and character, 
was related to them all. The clergy 
were the subjects of the king, the vas- 
sals of the baron, and yet the spiritual 
lords of both, as well as of their feudal 
peers. And when the Church effected 
the separation of her own from the po- 
litical power, she sought, in turn, to 
subordinate the latter; and secular 
rulers were obliged to resist her en- 
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croachments to save themselves. The 
kings had no fixed revenue adequate 
to government, and were the sport of 
the capricious elements within their 
own realms. But the Crusades brought 
all these fragments into closer relations, 
and broke the power of the feudal 
lords, The. king gained what the 
barons lost ; and with these powerful, 
turbulent, and refractory subjects out 
of the way, the cities were easily subor- 
dinated. The sovereign acquired at 
length an adequate revenue and a 
standing army; he was now enabled 
to command the resources of his king- 
dom, and play a king’s part in the 
drama of nations, Thus was consum- 
mated the movement of national cen- 
tralization. : 

Progress advances by action and re- 
action; extremes develop each other. 
It was so in governmental affairs, The 
movement of unitization ended in the 
absolute power of the sovereign, who 
became not only the head of the ex- 
ecutive function, but the source of legis- 
lation as well. In France, Louis XIV. 
knew no will but his own; the States 
General and Parliament were little 
more than empty names; and in Eng- 
land, Parliament stood in awe of Queen 
Elizabeth, and the courts did her be- 
hests. The sovereigns were absolute, 
But with the culmination of royal 
prerogative and centralized govern- 
ment, there were. also an increase of in- 
telligence, greater facilities for inter- 
commfinication, and, as we have seen, 
a diversity of social and political forces 
interrelated, and acting and reacting 
upon each other in a manner quite un- 
precedented. The inquiry and criti- 
cism of plebeian minds were becoming 
more daring, and there was a stir and 
a restlessness in society, which made 
bad subjects for an absolute monarch, 
The religious Reformation, which be- 
gan in Germany and spread to the 
westward, was but the legitimate result 
of the intellectual agitation which pre- 
ceded it; and the political absolutism 
of kings could no more expect exemp- 








tion from searching criticism and final 
revolution than the religious absolutism 
of the Pope. The German Reforma- 
tion was blind to the magnitude and 
significance of its own mission; for 
while its leaders denounced reason, it 
was in its essential nature a protest 
against priestly domination over intel- 
lect, and a plea for the right of free 
inquiry. Agitation, of whatever kind, 
is contagious ; and the energetic play of 
this diversity of plebeian forces must 
needs result in the recognition of a 
popular element in the government, 
more or less formal in its character. 
The government of an intelligent people 
must emanate from the popular will, 
to a very great extent, whatever the 
form of government may be. If Queen 
Elizabeth and Louis XIV. were more 
absolute than the sovereigns of our 
day, it was because the French and 
English people had not then, developed 
that versatility of genius, that intelli- 
gence and freedom of inquiry, that self- 
appreciation and dignity of character 
for which they have since become so 
conspicuous, With the increase of in- 
telligence and self-respect among the 
people, there originated a popular 
branch of government to look after 
their interests, and it grew with their 
growth. Through this channel there 
came a pressure upon the throne, which 
must needs yield, or be overturned by 
the surges of revolution. The examples 
of Charles I. and Louis XVI. were ex- 
treme. The popular element has since 
then usually accomplished its ends with 
less turbulence and commotion. It has 
been less violent, but none the less ef- 
fective. Since the Restoration in Eng- 
land, the popular will has been making 
itself felt in national affairs more and 
more. And in France, even a Napo- 
leon, mighty and original as he was, 
had to consult popular tastes, and, in 
a great measure, conform thereto. We 
have heard a great deal about the tyr- 
anny and usurpation of Louis Napo- 
leon ; but he, too, must conform to the 
predominance of public feeling in 
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France, or that public feeling— public 
opinion ’—would burst out in a torrent 
of revolution which would overwhelm 
him. This introduction of the popular 
element into government is a result of 
the developing process, which has 
made government an organism of al- 
most infinite complexity. 

As we have seen, while primitive 
peoples remained in an isolated and 
exclusively individualistic condition, 
there were few civil interests; and 
these few the sovereign was not con- 
cerned with, so that he could discharge 
in person all the functions of his simple 
government, But, when the civil in- 
terests had grown into greater magni- 
tude and diversity, and the pressure 
of their administration was upon the 
throne, the affairs of government be- 
came too burdensome for one man. A 
division of labor became necessary. 
The order of priests originated at an 
early day, and took charge of religion. 
The king, in time, ceased to march at 
the head of his army, and sent his gen- 
erals instead. Not being able to hear 
and decide all causes, he named judges 
to administer justice; and thus the 
process of functional differentiation be- 
gan, and kept on without abatement as 
the needs of the government required. 
There was a time when an Englishman 
had no conception of a prime minister. 
(Hume.) In this age we cannot con- 
ceive of government without such a 
functionary, whether administered in 
the name of king or president. With 
the development of new interests arose 
new branches in the administration 
of government. The constant rise of 
new industrial elements; the increas- 
ing demand for the facilities of inter- 
communication; the development of 
trade and commerce ; the interrelation 
of interests within, and the complica- 
tion of affairs without, have given rise 
to new departments in the government, 
with a hierarchy of subordinate bu- 
reaus; while the interests of towns, 
counties, and states have necessitated an 
analogous scale of functionaries, mak- 
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ing, on the whole, an amazing com- 
plication of governmental machinery. 
This increase of complexity is precisely 
analogous to the order of development 
in every department of nature ; it is per- 
fectly in accordance with the second fea- 
ture of the law which we have recogniz- 
ed as a Law of Universal Development. 

Some of our economists may object 
on principle to so much complexity, 
and attempt to simplify government 
by eliminating certain terms of the 
series. Let them try it; Gop is might- 
ier than they! There may be govern- 
mental abuse in regard to the complex- 
ity of its functions; but the thing it- 
self is simply in the order of destiny. 
Man develops it, because he must ; it 
is the historical result of the accumu- 
lation of all human activities. 

There is one kind of simplification, 
however, which should be closely ob- 
served; and that is to accomplish the 
object of any governmental function in 
the most direct and economical manner. 
There is great room for improvement 
in this respect. Nature, in the midst 
of all her growing complexities, exem- 
plifies the principle of the greatest pos- 
sible result with the greatest possible 
economy of means, considering in all 
cases the obstacles to be overcome. 
Let government do the same, and see 
that every channel of official activity 
be thoroughly purged of corruption 
and abuse. 

This development of organic com- 
plexity is just as necessary and iney- 
itable in the political as in the animal 
economy ; and the performance of any 
function, in the one case as in the 
other, depends for the degree of its 
completeness on the extent to which 
‘the division of labor’ is carried 
through the complexity of the organic 
structure. There are no grounds of ap- 
prehension from this source whatever. 
In regard to government, this increase 
of complexity is most strikingly ob- 
servable in the executive department ; 
and it is worthy of notice that while 
this department of government is in 
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general becoming less tyrannical and 
relatively weaker with reference to the 
legislative department, it is also becom- 
ing more complex ; as tyranny recedes, 
complexity advances, There is no 
point better sustained in history than 
the general fact that, as government in- 
creases the multiplicity of its ma- 
chinery, it gradually relaxes its inter- 
ference with the private rights of in- 
dividuals. 

After man has laid aside his primi- 
tive habits of selfish isolation, and, 
though still rude and untutored, has 
come, through the mere increase of 
numbers, into a more compact form of 
society, the government, however cir- 
cumscribed as to territorial limits, as- 
sumes a despotic and intermeddling 
character. Such was the government 
of the feudal lords during the middle 
ages, and of the kings at a still later 
day. Laws were made for the regula- 
tion of dress, as to quality and cut for 
particular classes, and the number of 
garments which any person might have 
in a year. Citizens were not allowed 
to keep certain kinds of furniture ; and 
the dishes they might have for dinner 
and supper respectively, were definite- 
ly and rigidly prescribed. The wages 
of the laborer were fixed by law to the 
great advantage of the lordly employ- 
er: this, however, was a very natural 
sequence to the abolition of villanage 
or vassal servitude. The law made 
service at particular trades compulsory ; 
and decided where certain kinds of 
manufacturing should be carried on; 
and how an article should be made, 
and how sold when made. This inter- 
ference affected every department of the 
individual’s private life. Religious in- 
tererfence need only be mentioned ; it 
is well known. As Buckle declares, in 
speaking of the interference of govern- 
ments, ‘It may be emphatically said 
that they Mave taxed the human mind. 
They have made the very thoughts of 
men pay toll.’ Queen Elizabeth was a 
very great sovereign, but she meddled 
with very small matters. She disliked 
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the smell of woad, a plant used for blue 
dye, and thereupon prohibited its cul- 
tivation. She was displeased with 
long swords and high ruffs, and com- 
missioned her officers to break the 
swords and abate the ruffs. None of 
the nobility dared marry without her 
consent; no one could travel without 
her permission. Foreign commerce was 
subject to her capricious will. The 
star chamber, the court of high com- 
mission, the court martial, the warrants 
of the secretary of state and privy 
council, were instruments of terror to 
the subject, who had no remedy by 
law. There was no safety but for 
harmless stupidity or slavish conform- 
ity. Individual independence was im- 
possible. Every noble, manly head 
that appeared above the servile mass, 
was unceremoniously hid away in a 
dungeon, or struck off on a scaffold. 

Such annoying and insolent med- 
dling on the part of governments no 
longer exists. There can be no such 
thing among an enlightened people. 
As the mass of mankind, or we will say 
their leaders or representatives, become 
more cultured, they demand a larger 
field of individual freedom, and organ- 
ize a pressure upon government, which 
in time effects its object, and the op- 
pression is removed, or gradually be- 
comes relaxed and obsolete. 

Observing that the differentiation 
of function obtains chiefly in the ad- 
ministrative department of govern- 
ment, and putting the two general facts 
of history together,—first, that while 
the subject is enlarging the domain of 
individual liberty, and secondly, the 
government becoming more complex 
in structure and activity—we infer 
that, through the advance of general 
intelligence and the multiplication of 
interests, government is changing its 
character from an instrument of com- 
pulsion and force to an instrument of 
management and direction, wielded by 
the governed themselves for the benefit 
of their own diversified and interre- 
lated interests, 
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In following the course of individ- 
uality, we find it simple and almost ab- 
solute in savage life; then it is over- 
powered and disappears under the des- 
potic and one-idea governments of an- 
cient times, and of Asia still ; at length 
it reappears, and gathers strength with 
every advancing age, with every dis- 
covery, with every improvement, with 
every flash of intelligence, till it has 
accumulated, in its course, all the di- 
versified means of expression and grati- 
fication afforded by art, literature, and 
all the social appliances of a complex 
and exalted form of society ;—and the 
end is not yet: there will be more 
freedom, other methods of expression, 
new facilities for enjoyment and happi- 
ness. Its destiny is a glorious one! 

It may be well in this connection to 
recall to mind the principle that, with 
the rise of new functions and the in- 
crease of complexity, unity obtains its 
completest form and fullest expression. 
These two elements are by no means 
antagonistic ; they belong together, and 
one necessitates the other. 

It is a general fact of history that 
there is a relation between the culture 
of a people and the geographical ex- 
tent of their voluntary combinations. 
Whilst rude and uncultivated, with no 
facilities for intercommunication, they 
form no permanent associations of any 
considerable magnitude ; but with the 
advance of general intelligence, the rise 
of distinct classes and industrial and 
commercial interests, together with the 
improvement of facilities for travel and 
trade, and for the intercommunication 
of thought and feeling, there is de- 
veloped a general bond of sympathy 
between larger masses of mankind, and 
the natural result is more extensive 
combination. The unity becomes more 
comprehensive. We have observed this 
in our glance at European develop- 
ment. 

Let us trace the course of one of the 
lines of political movement. In a 
primitive society, as among the an- 
cient Germans, each individual has the 
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right of avenging himself, of taking 
justice into his own hands, and deter- 
mining what the measure of satisfac- 
tion shall be. The right of private 
war, derived from rude society, re- 
mained for a long time in Western 
Europe, and pertained to the clergy as 
well as to laymen—a custom which 
was withal not very Christian-like. A 
step beyond this, and there was recog- 
nized a regular method of determining 
the amount of satisfaction due for an 
injury : composition for crime became 
fixed. We observe here a development 
from absolute individuality in the mat- 
ter of determining justice to the recog- 
nition of a conventionalism—a law 
which was the product of the sense of 
many individuals acting, it may have 
been, in some cases, without conscious 
concert, yet in a social and coéperative 
way. As mankind grew out of their 
original rude conditions, they relin- 
quished the individual prerogative of 
taking justice into their own hands, 
and appealed therefore to a tribunal 
which was recognized as adequate to 
this end, and the jurisdiction of which 
seems to have had a constant tendency 
to enlarge its territorial limits. Thus, 
for a time, the feudal barons claimed 
the final adjudication of all difficulties 
among their own vassals; but, grad- 
ually, dissatisfied clients appealed to 
the king, who encouraged them to do 
so, and at length the throne became 
the universally recognized centre and 
source of all formal justice. 

This was a movement occupying cen- 
turies for its consummation, a movement 
which extended the jurisdiction of the 
tribunal of justice from the territory of 
a private individual to the territory of 
an entire kingdom, collecting the iso- 
lated jurisdictions of every individual 
in barbarian society, and uniting them 
all together in the recognized sover- 
eign of a consolidated nation. 

Now, while it is true that ‘ the his- 
tory of progress is the history of suc- 
cessful struggles against coercion and 
authoritative direction, and in favor of 


human spontaneity and free motion’ 
(Slack); it is also true, as we have 
seen in tracing the course of the ad- 
ministration of justice, that ‘the prog- 
ress of civilization consists in the sub- 
stitution of the general for the individ- 
ual will, of legal for individual resist- 
ance.’ (Guizot.) 

The development of law, or of a gen- 
eral method, is the necessary result 
of social interchange, through which 
thoughts and feelings become conta- 
gious and mould a general will. In 
primitive society, individuals are iso- 
lated, and it matters little to others 
what any individual does; hence he is 
allowed to settle his own difficulties in 
his own way. He is let alone in a way 
so terrible, that similar treatment would 
be social death to a man of culture, 
We repeat, there is nothing like ab- 
solute individuality, except among iso- 
lated and unsocial savages. In an ad- 
vanced state of society, human interests 
become interrelated—a complete net- 
work of complexity; and what any 
particular individual does becomes a 
matter of interest to many, since the 
many are, to a certain extent, affected 
thereby. The individual of civiliza- 
tion has developed relations external 
to himself, and his rights can only be 
secured and his tastes and wants grati- 
fied by mutual understanding, codpera- 
tion, and combination. His individ- 
uality is of a far higher order than that 
of the uncultivated man ; and precisely 
because it is higher, does it develop 
law as the embodiment of the general 
will, and require organization for its 
expression. ‘It is through association 
that the highest form of individuation 
becomes possible ; and nationality wise- 
ly developed will terminate in a cos- 
mopolitan identity of interests, and a 
general unity founded upon a reciproci- 
ty of services among all the divisions 
of mankind.’ (Slack.) 

It is owing to this same fact of the in- 
terrelation and dependence of interests, 
that the movement of unitization has 
not stopped in Europe with the organi- 











zation of a distinct government for each 
nation. We have observed that when 
primitive individuals develop relations 
with each other, they form into small 
societies, and that when these develop 
relations with like societies, they unite 
and form larger associations; and fur- 
ther, that these states, cities, baronies, 
come at length to develop relations 
with each other, and the result is their 
union into kingdoms, But this tend- 
ency of growth does not cease here. 
One nation cannot long remain isolated 
and distinct from other nations, The 
interests of one kingdom become, in 
many ways, interrelated with the in- 
terests of other kingdoms; and there 
must be new governmental appliances 
to meet the case. Diplomacy, a new 
function of government, arose from this 
necessity. This is a political activity 
of quite recent development : it origi- 
nated in the fifteenth century. Like 
all progressive developments, it was at 
first immature ; ‘ it was not till the sev- 
enteenth century that it became really 
systematic; before then it had not 
brought about long alliances, great 
combinations, and especially combina- 
tions of a durable nature, directed by 
fixed principles, with a steady object, 
and with that spirit of consistency 
which forms the true character of es- 
tablished government.’ (Guizot.) 

Who can say that we have yet seen 
the end of this process of national de- 
velopment? Centuries have been re- 
quired for all great changes affecting 
the destiny of man: the centuries of 
the great Future may yet develop a 
unity among the nations themselves— 
@ distinct political organism for the 
regulation of national interests, which 
are constantly becoming more interre- 
lated and complex. As cities, states, 
and baronies were developed from in- 
dividuals and tribes, and as kingdoms 
were developed from cities, states, and 
baronies, so may a mightier political 
fabric than has yet been known be de- 
veloped from the family of nations ! 

The law, we repeat, is, that with the 
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advance of social dependence and com- 
plexity, the principle of unitization be- 
comes practically more intimate and 
comprehensive. Jt is to this law that 
nations owe that. vitality of which di- 
plomatists and constitutional lawyers 
take cognizance. By virtue of this 
law, a nation is a living organism, re- 
sisting with all its vital force whatever 
may threaten it with dissolution. 
Hence the utter folly of cherishing the 
idea of a ‘ peaceable separation’ of con- 
federated states. There can be no such 
thing in the order of nature. The rup- 
ture and division of a nation is a reac- 
tion against the spirit of social prog- 
ress, a backward movement against the 
current of civilization, a terrible out- 
rage to the organizing forces of the 
political realm, and can only be effect- 
ed through violence and bloodshed. 
The more mature civilization becomes, 
the more difficult to effect disunion, 
the more terrible the penalty, and the 
more enduring, discordant, and wretch- 
ed the consequences. 

The law of unitization is a universal 
one, being an accompaniment of all 
unfolding, and man worse than wastes 
his energy in fighting against it. It is 
a great law of Universal Progress; and 
in lifting our hands against it, we are 
presuming to measure arms with a 
Power which will be sure to overwhelm 
us with confusion and defeat. We 
must consent to go with the grand 
movements of the Universe, and to 
march to the step of Destiny, or be 
crushed under -the resistless tread of 
advancing peoples ! 

The course of industrial, mechanical, 
and commercial progress from savage 
to civilized life, goes to illustrate and 
confirm the view which we have taken 
of the course of political development. 

Among the least cultivated tribes of 
mankind, the family is wholly adequate 
to itself, there being no dissimilarity of 
industrial function, except between the 
husband and wife. The family builds 
its own hut, makes its own weapons, 
kills its own game—in short, provides 
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for all its own needs, What is indus- 
trially true of one family is true of all 
others; there is no division of labor, 
no exchange of products. They have 
no accumulated property, no fixed hab- 
itation, but wander from place to place, 
as the attractions of their simple life 
may lead them. But when population 
becomes more numerous, and neither 
hunting nor pasturage is sufficient for 
their support, the cultivation of the 
soil is resorted to, and new wants are 
developed. The division of labor, the 
differentiation of the industrial func- 
tion begins. One man cultivates the 
soil, another works in iron, another in 
wood, and so on; and these speciali- 
ties, in their turn, assume new branches. 
Take agriculture for example: At first 
every husbandman grows all that he 
needs for himself and family; after a 
while he observes that his soil is better 
adapted to one kind of crop than 
another, and he devotes himself more 
exclusively to its cultivation. A simi- 
lar result with a different crop obtains 
on a different soil and in a different lo- 
cality ; and thus do the specialities of 
soil and climate result in the specializa- 
tion of agriculture. These diversities 
of occupation with reference to the 
soil, wood, metals, imply the exchange 
of products; but this must obtain to a 
very limited extent while neighbors 
are remote, and the means of travel and 
transportation defective. With few 
roads, and commerce undeveloped, 
there is little intercommunication, little 
culture, little civilization. This was 
the condition of Scotland as late as 
the middle of the eighteenth century. 
(Buckle.) England had some exter- 
nal commerce as early as the thirteenth 
century (Hallam), but did not send a 
ship of her own into the Mediterra- 
nean till the fifteenth. (Robertson.) 
Think of the difference between then 
and now! 

The making of tools, implements, 
and fabrics is at first carried on solely 
by individuals working alone, but at 
length machinery comes into use, the 
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elements are used as driving power, 
and manufacturing establishments arise 
having a complicated organization, 
The division of labor has been all the 
time becoming more complete, till now 
a single workman manages but a part 
of the process of making an implement 
or a fabric, which must pass through 
many hands in succession before it is 
completed. All are familiar with this 
fact. It is*exactly analogous to that 
which we observe in the animal econ- 
omy. Low in the zoological scale, one 
membrane performs all thgorganic func- 
tions; higher in the scale, there are 
different organs to perform the distinct 
functions. When the stomach and liv- 
er first appear, they are very simple in 
structure, and as simple in function; 
it is just so with the manufactories in 
the industrial organism. But the stom- 
ach and liver become more complicated 
as the scale rises; it is just so with the 
manufactories as civilization advances, 
Animals lowest in the scale have no 
heart—no circulation. It is just so 
with society—if society it may be call- 
ed—which is lowest in the scale; it 
has no exchange of products—no com- 
mercial circulation. The parallelism is 
complete. 

Further, as already specified, we find 
in the animal organism, that the de- 
pendence of parts and functions upon 
each other becomes greater with the 
increase of complexity ; that unitization 
at the top of the scale, in the midst of 
an almost infinite complication of or- 
ganic structures and functions, has a 
completeness and significance which it 
cannot have in the simple organism at 
the bottom of the scale. The same 
precisely is true of the social organism. 
At the bottom of the scale, there is no 
dependence of one part on another—no 
codperation—no proper unity—nothing 
but simple individual life. Higher in 
the scale, there is depende®ce of one 
element of society on another; there 
must be codperation, combination, or- 
— mn, @ tendency, at least, toward 
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This is well exemplified by industrial 
and commercial development. With 
regard to manufacturing, there is spe- 
cialization, not only in the handiwork, 
but also in the locality of production, 
Thus, in Great Britain, where this de- 
velopment has most fully matured it- 
self, ‘ the calico manufacture locates it- 
self in this county, the woollen-cloth 
manufacture in that ; silks are produced 
here, lace there, stockings im one place, 
shoes in another; pottery, hardware, 
cutlery, come to have their special 
towns; and ultimately, every locality 
becomes more or less distinguished 
from the rest by the leading occupa- 
tion carried on in it. Nay, more, this 
subdivision of functions shows itself, 
not only among the different parts of 
the same nation, but among different 
nations.’ (Westminster Review.) Some 
of our economists object to this pro- 
cess, and would bring all kinds of pro- 
ductive labor into the same district ; 
but a law higher than their theories 

artisans of the same kind into 
the neighborhood of each other ;—it is 
the codperative action of the principles 
of differentiation and unitization. 

The effect of this process is to make 
one locality dependent on another lo- 
cality. Once, as we have seen, the 
family was adequate to its own needs ; 
now, we perceive the industrial pro- 
ducers of one district have become de- 
pendent on each other, and on the 
products of other districts and nations, 
‘for the supply of their needs. This in- 
dustrial division and concentration 
gives increased importance to com- 
merce, without which there could be 
no industrial development. It is thus 
that these two activities are sep- 
arating the elements of society in 
order to bind them the more firmly to- 


The tmprovement of roads, rivers, 
harbors, the construction of canals, rail- 
roads, and telegraphs, the development 

-of industry, the extension of commerce, 
-the advance of general culture, and the 
consequent increase of human wants, is 


making society a very complicated 
structure ;—indeed, it has nerve and 
tissue, and is becoming very sensitive. 
The loss of a crop in one country affects 
all other countries. The burning of a 
city, or even of a great manufacturing 
establishment, is really felt to the re- 
motest ends of civilization. A com- 
mercial crisis on either shore of the At- 
lantic shocks the whole civilized world. » 
A rebellion in the United States is af- 
fecting the agriculture of the whole 
country, the production of a staple 
on three continents, manufacturing in 
France and New and Old England, 
commerce everywhere. Every partisan 
clique, every political court and cabi- 
net, even political destiny itself, 
throughout the whole world, reels with 
every surge of a distant revolution! 
How different from the condition even 
of Europe in the twelfth century, when 
a whole city or barony, an entire king- 
dom, or half the continent even, might 
have sunk beneath the ocean, and the 
rest of the world have known nothing 
of it by its social results ! 

Thus, as in the undeveloped organ- 
ism there is a want of dependence and 
sensitiveness, so is there the same want 
in undeveloped society. As in the 
higher organic structures there is a 
high degree of unity and sensitiveness, 
an injury to the remotest part affecting 
instantaneously the whole organism ; 
so, precisely, is the same true of society 
in its higher stages of development. 
The law is universal; it governs the 
organic as well as the inanimate, the 
social as well as the organic world. 
Hence the reason why the rupture of 
Europe, on the death of Charlemagne, 
into provinces and kingdoms loosely 
united, could not prevent the ultimate 
organization of national government, 
and the rise of relations external to the 
individual nation, out of which diplo- 
macy grew, for the consummation of a 
policy above the nations themselves. 
Obstructions may be thrown in the 
way of unitization, but it will express 
itself in some form or other, If, on ac- 


—o 








Was He Successful f 


count of the viciousness of primitive 
conditions from which it has been de- 
veloped, modern Europe cannot yet ex- 
ist as a union of states under one great 
and glorious government, it will, nev- 


ertheless, approximate that union, as 
best it can, and consummate vast na- 
tional leagues, which are becoming 
constantly more comprehensive and 
permanent as civilization advances, 


_——\1oe——— 


WAS HE SUCCESSFUL? 


‘Do but grasp into the thick of human life! Every one lives it—to not many is it known; and 


seize it where you will, it is interesting.’—Goethe, 


‘ SucorssrvL.—Terminating in accomplishing what is wished or intended.'— Webster's Dictionary. 


CHAPTER XV. 

Ovr hero starts once more with a 
new field before him—the field where 
all his hopes and aspirations have been 
centred since he first was capable of 
comprehending the shrewd ‘advice of 
Hiram Bennett, of the firm of H. Ben- 
nett & Co, 

Yes, he starts with a new field in 
view, unencumbered by any love affair, 
and free from all entanglements of that 
nature—indeed, of any nature. 

I have endeavored to be so minute in 
this history as to give the reader a 
proper idea of young Meeker at the 
time he was ready to launch upon New- 
York life. He was now nearly twenty- 
three years old, and fully competent, by 
his previous education and experience, 
to undertake any kind of business, 

Mr. Bennett, with whom Hiram had 
become a great favorite, looked confi- 
dently to securing him in his establish- 
ment. It is true, he had attempted to 
make no positive engagement with his 
namesake in advance, but for the last 
year he always spoke to him as if, in 
due time, he was to enter his service as 
a matter of course. Hiram did not as- 
sent nor dissent to such observations ; 
but, really, he had not the slightest idea 
of taking a situation with his cousin. 
He did not like ‘dry goods’ to begin 
with. He thought the trade offered 


too little seope for enterprise, unless, 
indeed, one had good foreign connec- 
tions, and even then he had his ob- 
jections to it. The competition was 
more active, the credits longer, and 
the risks were greater, than in other 
commercial or mercantile pursuits. The 
question, as you may naturally suppose, 
had occupied his serious attention for 
years; but he kept his counsel, and 
never spoke of his designs. 

The first that was known of Hiram’s 
whereabouts, he was established as the 
junior clerk in a first-class ship chand- 
ler’s store in South street. It was rather 
difficult to obtain such a situation ;-but 
the reader well knows that, once in it, 
Hiram will not fail to merit the appro- 
bation of his employers.- 

Singular to say, he was indebted for 
the place to that scapegrace Hill. The 
head clerk was Hill’s cousin, himself 


made it a rule never to lose sight of 
anybody, always managed to fall in 
with Hill (who had quit Joslin) when- 
ever he came to the city, and on one 
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ram came backed with the highest re- 
commendations, so that his friend had 
really to assume no responsibility on 
his behalf. Thus he secured the place. 

A ‘ship chandler!’ Reader, have 
you any idea of his occupation? You 
have doubtless some business notion.of 
commerce, or at least a romantic idea 
of ships on the ocean, their sails spread 
to favorable breezes, or closehauled, 
braving adverse gales—joyous in fine 
weather, defiant in the tempest—yes, 
you know or feel something about this. 
But to enable the good ship to pursue 
her way, she must be ‘ provided.’ She 
must not only have wherewithal to feed 
crew and passengers, but every special 
notion which can be conceived of in 
the ship’s ‘husbandry.’ From out a 
ship chandler’s establishment comes 
everything, directly of indirectly, 
which shall fvrnish the vessel. 

Step in, and look through such a 
store. Taking the interest I hope you 
do in Hiram, pray devote a few mo- 
ments to visiting the place where he 
has resolved to Begin his New-York 
life. You won't find it an agreeable 
spot. Nothing to compare with the 
neat, well-arranged office at Burnsville 
—pleasant Burnsville !—nor even as at- 
tractive as the country store of Benjamin 
Jessup, at Hampton. It is dark and 
disagreeable. It smells of tar, bacon, 
cheese, and cordage, blended with a 
suspicious odor of bilge water. This 
last does not really belong to the store, 
but comes from the docks, which are 
in close proximity. The place is am- 
ple. It has a large front, runs back 
deep, and you will find, if you walk 
far enough, a respectable counting- 
room, where the gas is kept all the 
time burning. This establishment is 
managed by three partners, careful, 
economical men, who divide a large 
sum each year in profits. They have, it 
is tr@e, the cream of the trade, for they 
are reliable, straightforward people, 
and can be trusted to fit out a ship 
without fear that advantage will be 
taken if they are not closely watched. 
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No danger that the pork, when opened 
ninety days out, will prove to be rusty, 
or the beef a little tainted. Hendly, 
Layton & Gibb are old-fashioned, re- 
spectable people. They have been al- 
ready twenty years together. Hendly 
keeps the books, Layton makes all the 
purchases, Gibb fits out the vessels, 
Levi Eastman (Hill’s cousin, Hiram’s 
friend), now over ten years in the place, 
is head man under the firm, having a 
general supervision of whatever is go- 
ing on. He is forty years old at least, 
has a wife, and, some say, in addition 
to a good salary, enjoys a percentage 
on all profits over a certain amount. 
Hiram Meeker ranks next to Eastman, 
though it will take him a few weeks to 
get familiar with his duties. 

I will tell you presently what decid- 
ed Hiram to become clerk to a ship 
chandler. I do not intend, after being 
so communicative, to hide his motives 
on this occasion. I say I will explain 
presently : meantime, do not fear that 
Hiram has any desire to supplant his 
friend Eastman, or get the control of 
the business of the firm; not at all. 
Other views, far more important, en- 
gage his mind—views which he thinks, 
in this ship chandler’s store, to study 
end develop to advantage. 

Hiram seemed to have altered his 
tactics on leaving Burnsville. There 
his style of living was considered ex- 
pensive. His salary was very liberal, 
and although he did not spend it all (it 
was much increased after the Joslin 
affair), he appeared far from calculat- 
ing in his disbursements. Now, this 
was all changed. Eastman, who had 
no children, and with two spare rooms 
in his house, consented, after consult- 
ing his wife, to take Hiram as a board- 
er, on more moderate terms than he 
could possibly get elsewhere for com- 
fortable accommodations. 

In this arrangement, Hiram had un- 
questionably decided to forego the lux- 
ury of pleasant female society. Mrs. 
Eastman had a sour-looking counte- 
nance, which did not in the least belie 
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her disposition. In fact, her husband 
had a hard time of it, and doubtless 
thought Hiram’s presence might prove 
a distraction for him—or for his wife. 
In either case, he would be the gainer, 
even if Hiram suffered somewhat. The 
latter did not appear to be apprehen- 
sive, but made himself at home in short 
order. 
Then, and not before, he called on 
Mr. Bennett, and told him, ere the latter 
had time to inquire, that he had quit 
Burnsville, and was now clerk for Hend- 
ly, Layton & Gibb, ship chandlers. 

‘ Well, that’s a move, I declare! Did 
you suppose I was so full I could not 
make room for you ?’ 

‘Not that; but, you see, I am not 
going into your line, said Hiram, 
blandly. 

Till that moment Mr. Bennett had 
himself no idea how much he was cal- 
culating on Hiram’s assistance in his 
largely increasing business. He was 
greatly disappointed. He was too 
shrewd, however, to express much re- 
gret. He only said, ‘I should have 
been glad to have had you with me, 
but you know your own business best, 
I dare say. You will do anywhere, I 
guess. Now you are here, come and 
see us often, and let me know when I 
can be of use to you.’ 

Keen men sympathize with keen; 
knaves with knaves; the good with 
the good. ‘ 


CHAPTER XVI. 


When Sarah Burns, after Hiram’s 
departure, sat down, quietly to think 
over the events of the past few days— 
for during the week he remained in 
the house she had no opportunity for 
reflection—she was sensible of a species 
of relief that she was no longer bound 
to him. 

It was not permitted in nature nor 
in God’s providence that this fellow 
should have Jasting power over one so 
true hearted. With such, his influence 
was not to become absolute or con- 
trolling. 
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This was Sarah’s first love affair, and 
she had no experience as to her own 
emotions, and possessed, therefore, no 
test by which to judge of their inten- 
sity. Now she could look back and see 
that her heart had not been satisfied. 

‘ Not satisfied!’ How many a young 
girl has been forced bitterly to take 
up this burden—when too late. ‘ Dis- 
appointed!’ How many, when it is 
past help, whisper the terrible word in 
secret to their souls! How many are 
now dragging out a despairing exist- 
ence, chained to some Hiram Meeker, 
with heart-wants never to be filled ; with 
sympathies never to be responded to; 
with rich capacities for loving, which 
find in return neither tenderness nor 
appreciation ; with affections, and no 
lawful object ;-—-glowing, earnest natures 
companioned with calculation and sel- 
fishness and a remorseless subtlety ; full, 
fresh, joyous vitality, yoked to a living 
corpse. 

Thank God! for Sarah Burns it was 
not too late. 

It is true, she persuaded herself she 
loved Hiram, and that she enjoyed 
every delight which flows from affec- 
tions mutually pledged. But, really, it 
was entirely on one side. He, as we 
know, utterly selfish, had no genuine 
affection to impart; so all was made up 
by her. Out of her full imagination 
she brought rich treasures, and be- 
stowed them on her lover, and then 
valued him for possessing them. 

Still, for Sarah Burns it was not too 
late. 

That afternoon, when she came and 
threw her arms around her father’s 
neck, and pleaded to come back again 
to his confidence, she was fully con- 
vinced of Hiram’s real character, From 
that moment everything was settled. 
She permitted no explanations; for Hi- 
ram, when he saw how summarily he 
was to be disposed of, felt not only 
piqued, but roused, I may say, to a 
certain degree of appreciation of the 
object he was to lose so unexpectedly. 
He believed Sarah was so strongly at- 
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tached to him that she would become 
reconciled to his going to New York, 
and then he could permit the affair to 
drag along to suit his convenience, to 
be revived or die out at his pleasure. 
So all his attempts at a private inter- 
view, his injured looks, and woful 
countenance went for nothing. 

Sarah treated him precisely as she 
would treat an ordinary acquaintance, 
while Mr. Burns was careful to make 
no allusion to the subject, or permit 
the slightest difference in his conduct 
toward his confidential clerk. Hiram, 
therefore, was the one to feel uncom- 
fortable; but the week was soon 
brought to a close, and he departed. 

He went first to Hampton to visit his 
home. When the wagon drove to Mr. 
Burns’s house to receive his luggage, 
Sarah was entertaining two or three 
young ladies who were paying her a 
morning visit. I dare say there was 
an object in the call not altogether 
amiable: namely, to see how Sarah 
would ‘appear’ in respect to Hiram’s 
departure, and to find out, if possible, 
by the way she bore it, whether or not 
there was anything in the rumor of an 
engagemert between them. Hiram had 
already taken a most affectionate leave 
of each of these young ladies the day 
before, and they thought he was to de- 
part early in the morning. Much to 
their disappointment, Sarah Burns nev- 
er appeared more natural or more at 
ease. She spoke of Hiram’s going to 
New York as a settled plan, determined 
on even before he came to Burnsville; 
and (the trunks were now all in the 
carriage) at length exclaimed, ‘ Come, 
girls; I think Hiram must be waiting 
to bid us good-by.’ 

Thereupon, all went on the piazza, 
and thus frustrated a design of Hiram 
of taking a brief but most pathetic and 
impressive and never-to-be-forgotten 
farewell of his cruel betrothed. He 
had prepared a short speech for the oc- 
casion, which he believed would plant 
a dagger in her heart. He intended, 
just as soon as everything was ready, 
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to find Sarah, deliver his speech, then 
rush to the carriagé, and be almost in- 
stantly lost sight of. 

As it was, he saw with intense mor- 
tification a bevy of girls come running 
out, each with something to say, and 
all at once—for, to conceal any little 
private feeling of her own, each one was 
as gay as possible. At last Hiram was 
forced to mount the wagon (the trunks 
filled all the vacant space, and, besides, 
were provokingly placed so that his 
seat was a most awkward one) and to 
drive away very unromantically, amid 
thé adieus and railleries of the commin- 
gled voices. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


Freed from Hiram’s disagreeable 
presence, Sarah Burns, as soon as her 
visitors had left, sat down to think ; 
and she experienced, as I have already 
remarked, a species of relief. By de- 
grees her spirits rose to their old, nat- 
ural level, and then the fact struck her 
that they had not of late been so elastic 
and joyous as formerly. Presently she 
jumped up, and, snatching her hat, she 
resolved to run into the office, as she 
used to do in ‘old times,’ and surprise 
her father by a little visit. She tripped 
cheerfully out, and was soon at the office 
door. Here she paused. Her heart 
beat loudly, but it was with pleasure. 
Then she quietly opened the door and 
stepped in. . ‘ 

‘Good morning, sir,’ she exclaimed. 
‘Here is your old clerk back again.’ 

She rushed up and gave him a kiss, 
and received a dozen in return, 

Mr. Burns used afterward to say it 
was the most blissful moment of his life. 

After that, how they enjoyed them- 
selves !—like school children let loose. 
Sarah ran up, and down, and around 
the office, through the front room and 
the little room back, then in the closets, 
her father following, as much of a child 
as she—his heart also freed of a load, 
and his soul filled with sunshine—no 
Hiram Meeker to cast a baleful shadow: 
over it. 
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There were not any explanations be- 
tween those two. Explanations were 
not in the least necessary. Each felt 
that all was explained, and all was right 
and happy again. That was enough. 

After a while, some one came in to 
see Mr. Burns on business, and Sarah 
took her departure. With a light heart 
she retraced her steps toward home. 
She had reached the memorable corner 
where she once encountered Hiram—it 
was on his first visit to Burnsville— 
when, quite abruptly, as it seemed, a 
tall, handsome young man stood di- 
rectly in her way. ; 

She stopped, of course; she could 
not do otherwise, unless she chose to 
run into the arms of the stranger. A 
pair of bright, dark eyes were turned 
inquiringly on her. 

‘I have found you at last,’ said the 
young man, in a pleasant tone. ‘I 
have just left your house. I did not 
think you would be out so early. And 
now that we do meet,’ he continued, 
‘I perceive you don’t know me: that 
is too bad!’ 

Sarah stood like one in a trance. At 
first she thought the man was deranged ; 
but he looked so handsome and so in- 
telligent, she quickly abandoned that 
hypothesis. Then she began to think 


she was a little out of her wits herself. © 


That seemed to her more probable. 

Meanwhile, there he stood, directly 
and squarely in her path. He appeared 
rather to enjoy Sarah’s perplexity. 

‘ Yes, it is unkind in you to forget an 
old friend—one you promised to.re- 
member always.’ 

Sarah was beginning to recover her- 
self It was evident, from the whole 
appearance of the stranger, that he 
would not adopt this singular mode of 
addressing her, unless he ‘had some 
claim to her acquaintance. So she 
reasoned. Resolving she would no 
longer play the part of a bashful miss, 
she said ; ‘I am very sorry to be obliged 
to confess it ; but, really, I have not the 
slightest recollection of you.’ 

‘ Ah, that is the way with the sex!’ 
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continued the other, in the same tone, 
‘Who would have thought it? After 
bestowing on me such a precious token 
(here he presented a locket, in which 
he exhibited a curl of hair), you now 
propose to ignore me altogether.’ 

‘I am inclined to think you are the 
one in error. I am quite sure you mis- 
take me for some other person,’ retort- 
ed Sarah, quietly. 

‘Possibly. Therefore, permit me to 
inquire whether or not I have the honor 
of addressing Miss Sarah Burns ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Yet you have no recollection of pre- 
senting me with this?’ 

‘You must have shown me the wrong 
locket,’ said Sarah, dryly. ‘The hair is 
several shades lighter than mine.’ 

‘True, I did not think of that,’ said 
the mysterious young gentleman, ‘I 
ought to have known it would be so; 
but it never occurred to me. Good- 
by!’ 

He bowed courteously and passed on 
his way, leaving Sarah in complete be- 
wilderment. She walked slowly toward 
home. She roused her memory. She 
went through the list of her acquaint- 
ances, She endeavored to recall those 
she had encountered when taking some 
little trips with her father—but the 
stranger was not any of these. 

A faint outline was, nevertheless, be- 
fore her. A shadowy image, the same, 
yet not the same, with the young man 
who had stood in her path. 

‘Who? where? when?’ 

In vain she asked herself the ques- 
tions, 

Over the past hangs a dim uncertain- 
ty, like that which veils the future, and, 
young as Sarah was, she could already 
realize it. At length she stopped her 
efforts, and recurred to the more pleas- 
ing task of thinking about the young 
gentleman as he now appeared, without 
respect to any other circumstance. She 
recalled his manly form. He was nearly 
six feet in height. How bright his eyes 
were, and how mischievously they were 
turned on her, yet how kindly—she 
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was almost ready to think lovingly 
—when the locket was produced! 
What about that locket? She never 
gave anybody a locket, never—not 
even Hiram Meeker. Faugh! It sick- 
ened her to think of him now, and in 
this connection. Only imagine it! A 
lock of her hair. Howridiculous! No 
living being had a lock of her hair. 
She knew that well enough. Besides, 
this was so much lighter—as light as 
hers was when she wasachild. A sud- 
den thought struck her. Strange ; how 
very, very strange! Yet, it was true. 
Once in her life she had given a single 
curl! Was this it? Had she promised 
anything with the curl? And was this 
young man he? Sarah’s heart beat tu- 
multuously as she entered the house. 
She reflected on the words of the 
stranger as he turned to leave her. 
Should she see him again? * * * 

A message came from her father. 
He would bring a gentleman to dine 
with him—that was all. 

Who would it be? the one she had 
lately parted with? Not a doubt of if. 
That she felt instinctively. 

On a certain occasion, as the reader 
may remember, Sarah had impercepti- 
bly prepared herself to receive Hiram 
Meeker. It was the first time he took 
tea at the house. This day she did the 
very same thing to receive somebody 
else. There is no use to deny it, for 
such is the fact. Yet it was but a short 
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week since she was the betrothed of 
Hiram, and believed she loved him. 
That very morning they had separated 
forever ! 

It often happens that a young girl 
is deceived by or disappointed in her 
admirer. They may prove to be incom- 
patible, or, what is worse, he may prove 
unworthy ; and she discards him, but 
with reluctance, after a struggle, leav- 
ing a pang in her heart, while she 
mourns over her lost love—not lover. 
Him she no longer regards with any 
feeling ; but the memory of the old at- 
tachment is dear to her, though it be 
sad, and time is required before the 
heart will be attracted by new objects, or 
seek to be engrossed by a fresh passion. 

The bond between Hiram and Sarah 
was of no such nature, He exercised a 
species of magnetism over her, in con- 
sequence of her lively and sympathetic 
nature; but it was of a kind that, when 
broken, neither pleasing nor mournful 
reminiscences remained —no recollec- 
tion of past joys, no thought of former 
happiness and bliss. The fountains of 
the heart had not been reached, and 
when Hiram Meeker quitted her pres- 
ence, she was as though she had never 
known him. 

Thus it was, when she received her 
father’s message, her pulses thrilled at 
the idea of meeting the one he was to 
bring with him. 

Already she guessed who it was. 


VATES. 


Poets are never in the wrong, 
Whate’er the present age may say: 
The future only, in their song, 


Will see the truth of this our day ; 


And what a Bryant says and sings 
May well outweigh all false-born things. 
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THE PHYSICAL SURVEY OF NEW YORK HARBOR 
AND ITS APPROACHES. 


No coast offers more admirable op- 
portunities for the study, on a large 
scale, of the effects of winds, waves, and 
currents, tidal and others, on the mova- 
ble matters which line the ocean shores, 
than that from New York southward. 
Besides the peculiar local actions, there 
are general ones, which are changing, 
slowly or rapidly, the whole of the sandy 
coast line. While here the pebbles of 
the ancient drift are being assorted by 
size and shape, and rolled into ridges 
and heaps, by the action of the waves, 
there heaps and'ridges of wet sand are 
formed by the waves and travel under 
their motion, and the dry sand is 
forced along by the winds, covering up 
meadows and woods, and changing the 
ocean shore line; and in other or the 
same localities, sub-currents, setting in 
a nearly constant general direction, roll 
onward the movable materials of the 
bottom of the sea, or tidal currents roll 
them forward and backward, giving 
the general direction of the resulting 
motion. 

The reports of the Government and 
State engineers and commissioners, 
public and private, who have studied 
the improvements of different localities, 
have given us glimpses of the local, and 
even of the general actions; but most 
commonly there has been a want of 
means or such preliminary experiments 
as were necessary fully to develop the 
actions, and which, like the stitch 
which saves nine, would often have 
saved the costly experiment on the full 
scale of construction. Remarkable in- 
stances of complete modes of investiga- 
tion occur in the examination of the 
Mississippi River by Captain A. A. 
Humphreys and Lieutenant Abbot, of 
the Topographical Engineers, and by 
the commission of which General Tot- 
ten, Prof. Bache, and Admiral Davis 


were members. As most familiar to 
me, from having taken an official part 
in the experiments and observations 
made, I propose to notice the Physical 
Surveys of New York and Boston, in- 
dicating the chief agents which are at 
work in destroying and building up, so 
as to produce the present condition of 
these important ports. 


In connection with the surveys made 
a few years since by direction of the 
Commissioners on Harbor Encroach- 
ments, there was undertaken, as an in- 
cidental inquiry, an investigation into 
the physical conditions under which 
the shoals and beaches in and about 
New York harbor had submitted to 
those changes of position and area 
which the repeated surveys revealed. 
It was at the request of these Commis- 
sioners that Professor Bache, the Super- 
intendent of the Coast Survey, gave his 
personal attention to this subject. He 
drew up a comprehensive scheme for a 
series of observations upon all the nat- 
ural agencies at work, and, for the ex- 
ecution of the project, selected one of 
his assistants, whose experience had 
already been considerable in similar 
studies. 

The investigation was commenced in 
the lower harbor early in the spring of 
1856. Records were kept of tides, cur- 
rents, winds, and waves, and the most 
careful notes were made on the imme- 
diate effects of these working agents as 
observable in the movements of the 
sands. 

A glance at a general coast chart dis- 
covers at once a marked contrast be- 
tween two different sections of our sea- 
board : to the eastward of us, the prin- 
cipal harbors of New England are 
rockbound, with elevated back coun- 
tries; while to the southward, in the 








106 


region of alluyial drift, which extends 
all along the coast of the Middle and 
Southern States, the harbors have flat 
and sandy shores. The harbor and 
neighborhood of New York, holding an 
intermediate position between these 
diverse sections, exhibit a singular com- 
bination of the leading physical fea- 
tures of both, and present to the hy- 
drographer a field for research that is 
quite without a parallel. 

We recognize in the Bar of New 
York simply a submerged portion of 
that sandy cordon which skirts the coast 
from Montauk Point to Florida; and 
although, in the ordinary sense, the 
lower entrance to the harbor is not an 
inlet, it may nevertheless be regarded 
as belonging to the same class. 

This sandy cordon, which may be said 
to be the principal characteristic of our 
coast, is an exceedingly interesting fea- 
ture; it appears to have been formed by 
the action of the sea, which has disin- 
tegrated the borders of shallow flats, 
bearing away the light vegetable 
moulds, but suffering the coarse quartz 
sand to remain rolled up into ridges. 
In many places the dry winds have 
caught up these sands, when laid bare 
at low water, and elevated them into 
dunes or galls. 

The distance of the sand ridge from 
the mainland is observed to vary with 
the slope of the adjacent country. It 
is the motion of translation which a 
Wave acquires on reaching shallow 
water, that gives it such great capa- 
city for the transportation of ma- 
terial. 

This translative action, as it is tech- 
nically called, commences ordinari- 
ly in about three fathoms water, and 
is most violent in six or eight feet 
depths, within which the sea breaks. 
It-is just within the breaker that the 
windrows of sand are observed to form 
on exposed flats. 

This disposition of the sea to cast up 
well defined boundaries of sand along 
its margin, is so great and persistent, 
that the inland waters are dammed up 
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and suffered only to escape into the 
ocean by narrow avenues, where their 
rapid currents maintain a supremacy 
of power—albeit with unceasing con- 
test. 

Wherever, along our coast, the waves 
drive obliquely upon the beach, a move- 
ment of the sand takes place, and the 
inlets are consequently continually 
shifting. 

The Long Island inlets are moving 
westward, and Sandy Hook advances to 
the northward, because the sea rolls in 
along the axis of the great bay between 
Long Island and New Jersey, and ne- 
cessarily sweeps along the beaches, in- 
stead of taking the direction of a nor- 
mal to the shore line. 

The movement of Sandy Hook to 
the northward is, however, a problem 
not so easily disposed of as we might 
conceive from the above considera- 
tions ; for although, in the most gen- 
eral sense, its existence must be re- 
garded as the work of the waves, there 
are other agents influencing materially 
its form and its rate of progress. The 
currents control, to a very great extent, 
the final disposition of the sands worn 
away or kept in motion by the waves. 

Professor Bache’s investigations in 
the neighborhood of Sandy Hook have 
been published, and we should not 
especially refer to them here, except 
that the recent physical changes re- 
ported by Colonel Delafield to the En- 
gineer Department, have reawakened 
an interest in the matter. 

The measurements of the Coast Sur- 
vey, made in 1856 and 1857, showed 
that the Hook was being washed away 
on the east and west shores, but was 
extending slowly to the northwest, 
where it already encroached on the 
main ship channel. This order of 
things has continued up to the present 
time, and is now in progress. 

The able Superintendent of the for- 
tificattons at Sandy Hook has evinced 
considerable alarm lest the new fort 
shall fall a prey to the encroachments, 
or be separated from the main body of 
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the beach by slue-ways. The Coast 
Survey has been notified of the matter, 
and the assistant to whom I have al- 
ready referred has visited the Hook, 
and made an informal report, which 
agrees essentially with the statements 
of Colonel Delafield. A complete and 
reliable report can only be made upon 
actual surveys ; and we trust these will 
be executed, and the Government 
placed in possession of the whole 
truth. . 

We understand that Colonel Dela- 
field has already, upon a small scale, 
made some very successful experiments 
of curvilineal dikes, constructed with 
caissons of concrete; and we have no 
doubt that, with adequate means at 
his disposal, this ingenious engineer 
could avert the dangers which threat- 
en, not only the fort, but the noble 
harbor of New York. 

To return to the Physical ‘Survey, 
and to speak as briefly as we may upon 
so extended a subject, we hold that it 
is possible, by a patient collection of 
facts and figures, to determine the nat- 
ural scheme of the harbor—we had al- 
most said the formula of its develop- 
ment. 

It is ascertained that the group of 
shoals which form the Bar—composed, 


as they are, for the most part, of loose . 


and shifting sands—are not accidental 
accumulatio modified by violent 
storms and freshets, but that they are 
orderly arrangements, made by the 
currents, to whose unceasing activities 
are due the form and preservation of 
each bank and channel. The peculiar 
contours of the shoals given by our 
most ancient charts are kin developed 
by recent surveys, although alterations 
in magnitude have taken place. The 
order of the physical forces is unchanged, 
but their work is still progressing. 

Now, since these currents have de- 
terminable laws, regulating their peri- 
ods, durations, velocities, and direc- 
tions, it was only necessary to compile 
observations, in order to reduce this 
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study to a simple consideration of the 
composition of forces. 

‘The process by which sand is swept 
along by currents upon the bottom of 
the sea, is not unlike the motion of 
dunes upon the land; a ridge of sand 
is propagated in the direction of the 
current by the continual rolling of the 
particles from the rear to the front. 
This movement is exceedingly slow 
when compared with that of the cur- 
rent which induces it, and for this rea- 
son a shoal, though traversed by vio- 
lent tidal currents, may, as a whole, 
remain stationary when the alternate 
drifts are equal and opposite; for in 
this case, though the sand upon the 
surface is drifted to and fro, it under- 
goes no more ultimate change of posi- 
tion than it would if the forces which 
acted upon it were simultaneous and 
in equilibrium.’ * 

Of course, so simple a case as that in 
which the ebb and flood forces are 
equal and opposite, is rarely presented ; 
for at most of the stations on the Bar 
the direction of the flow varies from 
hour to hour, going quite round the 
circle in a half-tidal day: the veloci- 
ties and directions also vary with the 
depth. These circumstances compli- 
cate the ‘computation a little, but the 
problem is still simple and direct. 
Everything depends upon the faithful- 
ness of the observations. 

The physical diagrams which have 
been plotted from the results of these 
studies may be regarded as decided 
successes, for they show in most cases 
that the shoals lie in the foci or in 
the equilibrium points of the observed 
forces. 

The current stations occupied cover 
a district embracing not only the im- 
mediate vicinity of the shoals, but ex- 

* Report of the Observations for the Completion 
of the Physical Survey of New York Bar and 
Harbor, in pursuance of the Act of the Legisla- 
ture of New York, April 17, 1857, and of the 
authority of the Commissioners on Harbor En- 


croachments. By A. D. Bacus, Supt. U. 8. Coast 
Survey. 
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tending many miles from them in dif- 
ferent directions; for it was deemed 
necessary that each elementary force 
should be separately studied before it 
reached its working point. It has been 
ascertained that among the causes of 
the different shoal formations there 
exists a mutual relation and depend- 
ence, so that they may be regarded as 
a single physical system. Jt will be seen 
JSrom this consideration, that any arti- 
Jicial disturbance of the conditions, at a 
single point, may interrupt the operations 
of nature in other localities more or less 
remote, or cause general changes in the hy- 
drogaphy of the harbor. , 

It is not simply the superficial drift 
of the tidal and other currents that 
these observations comprehend; but, 
with the use of apparatus suitably ar- 
ranged, the movements at all depths 
have been determined, with the exact 
amount of power exerted by streams 
coursing along the bed of the sea. The 
necessity for this minuteness of exami- 
nation has been fully shown in some of 
the curious discoveries that have been 
made. 

In several parts of our harbor, sys- 
tems of counter-currents have been de- 
tected, occupying strata of water at 
different depths, and these present, in 
their motions, striking contrasts of 
directions, velocities, and epochs. The 
most remarkable exhibition of these 
sub-currents was observed in the neigh- 
borhood of the city, in the channel be- 
tween Governor’s and Bedloe’s Islands. 
In this locality, during the last quarter 
of the ebb, floating objects drift south- 
ward toward the sea, while the heavier 
material upon the bottom is borne north- 
ward toward the city piers. While, 
upon the surface, the ebb exceeds the 
flood both in velocity and duration, 
the motions of the lowest water-stratum 
are subject to the reverse conditions : 
it therefore follows that the heavier de- 
posits from the city drainage cannot be 
swept away through this the main avenue 
to the sea, This contrast of motion 
between the upper and lower drifts 
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was observed in greater or less degree 
throughout the entire distance from 
the Bar to a point in the Hudson 
River off Fort Washington. These 
results. appear to us of the highest 
importance, since they would seem 
to indicate that the scouring action 
of the currents will not be sufficient 
to prevent the accumulation of certain 
classes of deposits in the upper harbor 
—as the ashes from the steamers, and 
the like. 

The course of the land waters in 
their progress seaward was followed 
nearly sixty miles beyond the Bar, where 
currents of considerable velocity were 
still observed. At the station farthest 
seaward, where the sounding is thirty 
fathoms, the observations at different 
depths disclosed some very remarkable 
peculiarities, It was perceived that the 
moving stratum was not always of the 
same depth; the whole body of the sea 
moving steadily forward at one time, 
while at another no motion could be 
detected below a superficial stream. 

The land waters, to which allusion 
has been made, augment the ebb cur- 
rent to such a degree, that a general 
eastwardly preponderance was observed 
in the drift along the south shore of 
Long Island ; and this preponderance, 


- increasing steadily from station to sta- 


tion at each remove, was found, at a 
point twenty-five miles east of Fire 
Island Light, to outlive the tidal cur- 
rents and maintain itself as a constant 
coastwise stream. 

One very curious discovery was made 
with regard to this stream along shore, 
It was ascertained that during easterly 
gales a portion of the water, crowded 
up into the bight of the coast, escapes 
seaward by a sub-current. Shells, care- 
fully marked, were deposited in the sea 
during fine weather, and, after an east- 
erly gale, were picked up on the shore 
of Fire Island, four miles eastward of the 
place of deposit. There was no evi- 
dence that these shells travelled any 
distance during still weather. 

We do not despair of the possibility 
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of artificial improvements at the Long 
Island inlets. 

At present the great inland basins on 
the southern portion of Long Island 
communicate with the sea only by nar- 
row passes obstructed’ by bars and 
shoals; yet, in spite of the dangers 
which are always presented, large fleets 
of market vessels pass out daily through 
the inlets, laden with farm produce and 
shell fish. It requires no thought to 
perceive that if these inlets were made 
safe and permanent by suitable marine 
constructions, and were furnished with 
the proper buoys and beacons, there 
would spring up in their neighborhood 
great commercial enterprises. 

While, in the case of the lower har- 
bor and its approaches, it was the design 
of the observations to detect in the 
movement of the waters the causes of 
alterations in the physical geography, 
the same kind of studies, undertaken 
afterward in Hell Gate, had for their 
object the reverse inquiry, viz., to ascer- 
tain to what degree and in what man- 
ner the form of the rocky channel in- 
fluenced the tides and currents, in order 
that some prediction might be made 
of the consequences likely to follow the 
removal of obstructions from the water- 
ways. The propagations of the tide 
wave meet at Hell Gate, so that here 
the observations, when plotted, exhibit 
compound curves, in which the portion 
due to the wave from Sandy Hook is 
easily distinguishable from that due to 
the wave from Long Island Sound. 
The Sandy Hook tide wave differs so 
widely in height and time from that of 
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Long Island Sound, that there is over 
three feet difference of level between 
the harbor and the Sound at certain 
stages of the tides ; and at these times 
the currents rush through the Gate, 
vainly endeavoring to restore the in- 
equalities. 

The problem of referring a current to 
a tidal head is a very difficult one. The 
current, for instance, which renders 
Hell Gate so ‘dangerous, is not at any 
time so great as a permanent head, equal 
to the difference of the tides observed, 
would engender. The currents are so 
very slow in their movements, compared 
with the undulations of the tide wave, 
that it cannot be ascertained as yet, 
what are the magnitudes of such ele- 
ments as inertia and friction, and how 
they are to be corrected for, so as to 
predict the time and velocity of the 
current from observations of the verti- 
cal rise and fall. 

It is due to the officers of the Coast 
Survey to state that their services to 
the Harbor Commissioners were ren- 
dered gratuitously; the work offered 
to them only an opportunity for re- 
search, 

This Physical Survey must, at the 
outset, have held out small induce- 
ments to patient labor—the field was 
so Jarge and ill defined, and had been 
so long the region of mere speculation ; 
but the few simple and useful general- 
izations it has now grasped should, 
hereafter, prove the stepping stones to 
larger inductions, valuable alike to 
physical science and commercial in- 
terests, 


f 
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An Englishman in South Carolina. 


AN ENGLISHMAN IN SOUTH CAROLINA, 


DECEMBER, 1860, AND JULY, 18962. 


It. ° 


*Mornt’, sa! De Cunnel send dis 
with his compliments, -Merry Christ- 
mas, sa!’ Such was the salutation 
arousing me on the anniversary of the 
birth of Him who came on earth to 
preach the Gospel of love and frater- 
nity to all men—or the date which 
pious tradition has arbitrarily assigned 
to it. And Pomp appeared by the 
bedside of the ponderous, old-fashioned 
four-poster, in which I had slept, bear- 
ing a tumbler containing that very 
favorite Southern ‘ eye-opener,’ a mix- 
ture of peach brandy and honey. I 
sipped, rose, and began dressing. The 
slave regarded me wistfully, and re- 
peated his Christmas salutation. 

I knew what the poor fellow meant, 
well enough, and responded with a gra- 
tuity sufficient to make his black face 
lustrous with pleasure. All through 
the South the system of backsheesh is as 
prevalent as in Turkey, and with more 
justification. At the hotels its adop- 
tion is. compulsory, if the traveller 
would shun eyeservice and the most 
provoking inattention or neglect. His 
coffee appears unaccompanied by milk 
or sugar, his steak without bread, con- 
diments are inaccessible, and his sable 
dant does the least possible toward 
g that name, until a semi-week- 
quarter or half dollar transforms him 
m a miracle of stupidity and awk- 
ess into your enthusiastic and 
-zealous retainer. This, however, 
the way. 

My present had the usual effect ; 
pey became approbative and talk- 









‘You come from England, sa?’ he 
asked, looking up from the hearth and 
temporarily desisting in his vigorous 


puffing at the fire he had already kin- 
dled for me to dress by. 

‘ Yes,’ I answered. 

‘ Dat a long ways off, sa?’ 

‘Over three thousand miles of salt 
water, Pompey.’ 

‘Golly! I *fraid o’ dem! didn’t tink 
dere was so much water in de world |’ 
adding a compliment on the supposed 
courage involved in crossing the Atlan- 
tic. Negroes have almost no relative 
ideas of distance or number beyond a 
very limited extent; they will say ‘a 
tousand,’ fifty or a hundred ‘ tousand,’ 
with equal inexactitude and fluency. 
Presently Pompey began again : 

‘Many colored people in England, 
sa?’ 

‘Very few. You might live there a 
year without meeting one.’ 

‘T’se hear dey’s all free—dem what is 
dar? dat so?’ he asked, curiously. 

‘Yes; just as they are at the North; 
only I thirtk they’re a little better treat- 
ed in England. We don’t make any 
difference between men on account of 
their skin. You might marry a white 
woman there, Pompey, if you could get 
her to have you.’ 

Pompey honored this remark with as 
much ready negro laughter as he seemed 
to think it demanded. 

‘Tse got a wife already, sa, he an- 
swered, ‘But ’pears to me England 
must be good country to lib in.’ 

‘Why so?’ , 

‘ All free dar, sa!’ 

‘ Why you’d have to work harder than 
you do here, and have nobody to take 
care of you. The climate wouldn’t suit 
you, either, there’s not enough sunshine. 
You couldn’t have a-kinder or a better 
master than Colonel ——, rag™’ 
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*No, sa/’ with a good deal of ear- 
nestness ; ‘he fust-rate man, sa, dat a 
fac ; and Mass’ Philip and de young la- 
dies, dey berry good to us. But—’ and 
the slave hesitated. 

‘ What is it, Pompey? Speak out!’ 

‘ Well, den, some day de Cunnel he 
die, and den trouble come, suah/ De 
ole plantation be sold, and de hands 
sold too, or we be divide tween Mass’ 
Phil, Miss Jule, and Miss Emmy. Dey 
get married, ob course. Some go one 
way, some toder, we wid dem—nebber 
lib together no more. Dat’s what I 
keep t’inkin ob, sa!’ 

What answer could be made to this 
simple statement of one of the dire con- 
tingencies inevitable to slave life? per- 
haps that most dreaded by the limited 
class of well cared-for house servants, 
of which Pompey was a good represen- 
tative. He knew, as well as I, that his 
poor average of happiness was fortui- 
tous—that it hinged on the life of his 
master. At his death he might become 
the chattel of any human brute with a 
white epidermis and money enough to 
buy him; might be separated from 
wife, children, companions and past 
associations, Suggesting the practical 
wisdom involved in the biblical axiom 
that sufficient for the day is the evil 
thereof, I turned the conversation and 
presently dismissed him. I experi- 
enced some little difficulty in accom- 
plishing the latter, for he was both 
zealous and familiar in my service: in- 
deed, this is one of the nuisances apper- 
taining to the institution; a pet slave 
seems hardly to understand the desire 
for privacy, and is prone to consider 
himself ill-used if you presume to dis- 
pense with his attendance. His ideal 
of a master is one who needs a great 
deal of waiting on in trivial, unlabori- 
ous ways, who tolerates all shortcom- 
ings and slovenliness, and bestows lib- 
eral gratuities. 

Descending to the breakfast parior, I 
received and responded to the appro- 
priate salutations for the day from my 
host and his family, who had already 
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recognized it, English fashion, by the 
interchange of mutual presents, those 
of the Colonel to his daughters being 
jewelry of a handsome and expensive 
character. The trinkets were submitted 
to my inspection and duly admired. 

‘I must tell you something about 
these knick-knacks, Mr. ——,’ said 
the evidently gratified father. ‘ You 
wouldn’t suppose, now, that these mer- 
cenary girls actually asked me to give 
them money instead of trinkets ?’ 

His tone and looks involved somé 
latent compliment to the young ladies, 
and I said as much, 

‘ They wanted to give it to the State, 
to help arm and equip some of the mili- 
tary companies. I couldn't let ’em suf- 
fer for their patriotism, you know; so I 
had to advance the money and buy the 
trinkets, too; though I'll do them the 
justice to say they didn’t expect it. 
Never mind ! the Southern Confederacy 
and free trade will reimburse me, And 
now let’s have breakfast.’ 

‘Tlie Southern Confederacy and Free 
Trade! ‘During secession time in 
Charleston, there was displayed in 
front of the closed theatre, a foolish 
daub on canvas, depicting crowded 
wharves, cotton bales, arriving and de- 
parting vessels, and other indications 
of maritime and commercial prosperity, 
surmounted by seven stars, that being 
the expected number of seceding States, 
all presented as a representation of the 
good time coming. It remained there 
for over a month, when one of those 
violent storms of wind and rain varie- 
gating the humidity of a ith-Caro- 
linian winter tore it to pieces, leaving 
only the skeleton framework on which 
it had been supported. May not this 
picture and its end prove symbolical ?* 

‘ Did you observe that our Charleston 
ladies dress very plainly, this season. 2” 
continued the Colonel, as we sat at 
breakfast. ‘There are no silks 
satins this Christmas, no balls, no ; 
certs, no marriages. We are ; 
economizing for whatever may s.: 
pen.’ 


: 
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‘Why, I thought -you didn’t expect 
war ?’ I answered. 

‘No more we do; but it’s well to be 
prepared.’ 

‘ There’s to be no race ball, I under- 

stand,’ said the lazy gentleman, who 
had appeared later than the rest of us, 
and was having a couple of eggs ‘ open- 
ed’ for him into a tumbler, by Pom- 
pey. ‘The girls will miss that. Can 
you tell me how the betting stood be- 
tween Albine and Planet ?’ 
» I could not, and observed that the 
Colonel changed the subject with some 
marks of irritation, I learned after- 
ward that his indolent relative had 
an incurable passion for betting, and, 
when carried away by it, was capable 
of giving unauthorized notes upon his 
opulent relative, who paid them in hon- 
or of the family name, but objected to 
the practice. He himself affected to 
discourage betting, though his State 
pride actually induced him to risk 
money on the ‘little mare’ Albine, a 
South-Carolina horse, who subsequently 
and very unexpectedly triumphed over 
her Virginian opponent. But this by 
the way. 

Breakfast over and cigars lighted 
(the Colonel imported his own from 
Havana, each one enwrapped in a sep- 
arate leaf, and especially excellent in 
quality), we strolled abroad. The ne- 
~groes were not at work, of course ; and, 
early as it was, we found their quarters 
all alive with merriment and expecta- 
tion. Some of the younger men, dressed 
in their best clothes—generally suits of 
plain, subst@ntial homespun, white or 

shirts, and felt hats—went from 
house to house, wishing the inmates the 
compliments of the season, blended with 


ved, in common with the givers, 
immense delight and coquetry on 
part of the females. These wore 
-made, clean cotton dresses, with 
-colored handkerchiefs arranged 
fashion upon their heads, Many 
old men and not a few of the old 
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women were smoking clay or corncob 
pipes; the children laughed, cried, 
played with each other, rolled upon 
the ground, and disported themselves as 
children, white, black, or particolored, 
do all the world over; the occasional 
twang of a banjo and a fiddle was 
heard, and everything looked like -en- 
joyment and anticipation. Of course, 
the huts of the future brides constitut- 
ed the centre of attraction: from the 
chattering of tongues within we in- 
ferred that the wedding dresses were 
exposed for the admiring inspection of 
the negro population, 

The Colonel had just arrived at the 
peroration of an eloquent eulogium of 
the scene, when the overseer appeared 
at the end of the avenue of orange trees, 
and presently drew rein beside us, his 
countenance exhibiting marks of dis- 
satisfaction. 

‘T’ve had trouble with them boys over 
to my place, Colonel,’ he said, briefly, 
and looking loweringly around, as 
though he would be disposed to resent 
any listening to his report on the part 
of the negroes, 

‘ Why, what’s the matter with them?’ 
asked his employer, hastily. 

‘ Well, it *pears they got some rot- 
gut—two gallon of it—from some- 
wheres last night, and of course, all got 
as drunk as h—, down to the old shan- 
ty behind the gin—they went thar so’s 
I shouldn’t suspicion nothin’. They 
played cards, and quarrelled and fit, 
and Hurry’s John he cut Timberlake 
bad—cut Wilkie, too, ’cross the hand, 
but ain’t hurt him much !’ 


‘Hurry’s John! I always knew that 
nigger had a d—d ugly temper! Till 
sell him, by ——! I won't have him’ 


on the place a week longer. Is Tim- 
berlake badly hurt ?’ 

‘He’s nigh killed, I reckon. Got a 
bad stick in the ribs, and a cut in the 
shoulder, and one in the face—bled 
like a hog, he did! Reckon he may 
get over it. I’ve done what I could for 
him.’ ; 

The Colonel’s handsome face was in- 

















An Englishman in South Carolina. 


flamed with passion ; he strode up and 
down, venting imprecations of an inten- 
sity only to be achieved by an enraged 
Southerner. Presently he stopped and 
asked abruptly : 

‘Where did they get the liquor 
from ?’ 

‘I don’t know. Most likely from old 
Whalley, down to the landing. He’s 
mean enough for anything.’ 

‘If I can prove it on him, Ill run 
him out of the country! TPU—Trl— 
d—-n it! Ill shoot him!’ And the 
Colonel continued his imprecations, this 
time directing them toward the sup- 
posed vender of the whiskey. 

‘These men are the curse of the 
country ! the curse of the country !’ he 
repeated, excitedly ; ‘these d—d mean, 
low, thieving, sneaking, pilfering, poor 
whites! They teach our negroes to 
steal, they sell them liquor, they do 
everything to corrupt and demoralize 
them. That’s how they live, by ——! 
The slaves are respectable, compared to 
them. By ——, they ought to be slaves 
themselves—only no amount of pad- 
dling * would get any work out of their 
d—d lazy hides! I almost wish we 
might have a war with the Yankees: we 
should get some of ’em killed off, then!’ 

How little Colonel thought, as 
he uttered these words, ‘so wicked and 
uncivic’ (as Gellius says of a similar 
wish on the part of a Roman lady, for 
which she was fined the sum of twenty- 
five thousand pounds brass), that in the 
future lay such dire fulfilment of them! 





* The paddle has superseded the cowhide in all 
jails, workhouses, and places of punishment in 
South Carolina, as being more effective—that is 
painful. In some instances it is used on the plan- 
tations. It consists of a wooden instrument, shaped 
like a baker's peel, with a blade from three to five 
inches wide, and from eight to ten long. There 
are commonly holes in the blade, which give the 
application a percussive effect. In Charleston this 
punishment is generally administered at the guard- 
house by the police, who are all Irishmen. Any 
offended master or mistress sends a slave to the 
place of chastisement with a note, stating the de- 
sired amount, which is duly honored. Like insti- 
tutions breed like results all over the world: in 
Salas ‘ Journey Due North’ we find the same sys- 
tem in operation in Russia. 
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Apropos of the subject, what fitting 
tools for the purposes of rebellion have 
these hated ‘poor whites’ proved 
themselves !— their ignorance, their 
vices, their brutality rendering them all 
the more appropriate instruments for the 
work in hand. It would seem, almost, 
as if a diabolic providence had pre- 
pared them for this very result. 

‘I must ride over and see about this 
business at once,’ resumed the Colonel. 
‘Mr. ——, I can very well suppose you'd 
rather be spared accompanying me, so 
make yourself at home for an hour or 
two.’ I won’t be a minute longer than 
I can help. Perhaps you'd better not 
mention this unfortunate affair up at 
the house until I return; it’ll shock the 
girls, and I’m very careful to keep all 
unpleasant things out of their way. It’s 
the first time such an atrocity has oc- 
curred on this plantation, believe me.’ 

And, ordering his horse, he rode off 
with the overseer. I should really 
have preferred visiting the scene of the 
recent tragedy, but my host’s wish to 
the contrary was evident, and I knew 
enough of Southern sensitiveness with 
respect to the ugly side of their ‘ insti- 
tution’ to comply. (I had been ad- 
vised by a fellow countryman not to at- 
tend a slave sale in Charleston, lest my 
curiosity might be looked upon as im- 
pertinent, and get me into trouble; but 
I did it, and, I am bound to say, with- 
out any evil consequences.) So I re- 
traced my steps toward the house, pres- 
ently encountering the lazy gentleman, 
and one in black, who was introduced 
to me as the Reverend Mr. ——, an 
Episcopal clergyman of Beaufort, also 
a resident on an adjacent island. 

The lazy gentleman inquired after 
Colonel ——. Judging that my host’s 
caution, as to secrecy, was only intend- 
ed to apply to his daughters, I made no 
scruple of relating what I had heard, 
My auditors were’ at once more than 
interested—anxious. Whenever a ne- 
gro breaks bounds in the South, every- 
body is on the alert, a self-constituted 
detective, judge, inquisitor, and possi- 
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ble executioner. Eternal vigilance is 
the price of—slavery ! 

*That boy born on the plantation ?’ 
asked the clergyman, when the affair 
had been discussed at considerable 


‘Yes! He’s a valuable hand, too; 
Pve known him pick seven hundred 
and fifty pounds of cotton in a day—of 
course, for a wager.’ 

*The Colonel will have to sell him, I 
suppose? he can’t keep him after this.’ 

*Reckon so, though he hates to part 
with any of his hands. This trouble 
wouldn’t have happened, if it hadn’t 
been for the whiskey, I've no doubt. 
The rascal who sold it ought to be 
Tesponsible.’ 

‘ Are crimes originating in drunken- 
ness common among the negroes?’ I 
asked. 

* Well, no !’ answered the clergyman, 
deliberately; ‘I can’t say that. But 
most of them will drink, if they get an 
opportunity—the field hands especially ; 
and then they’re apt to be quarrelsome, 
and if there’s a knife handy, they’!l use it.’ 

*That’s so,’ assented the lazy gentle- 
man, nodding. ‘ You Englishmen and 
Yankees—excuse me for coupling you 
together !—know very little of negro 
character; and, because the darkies 
have a habit of indulging in unmeaning 
laughter on all occasions, you think 
them the best-tempered people in exist- 

‘ence. In reality their tempers are often 
execrable—infernal!’ And he com- 
pacently blew a ring of tobacco-smoke 
into the mild, humid morning. The 
clergyman looked on assentingly. 

* They can never be trusted with any 
responsibility involving the exercise of 
authority without abusing it. They 
ill use animals on all occasions—treat 
them with positive brutality, and some- 
times whip their children so unmerci- 
‘fully that we have to interfere. I don’t 
know what would become of them 
‘without us, I’m sure!’ 

* What do you think of their reli- 
gious convictions ¢’ I asked of the cler- 
‘gyman, when the speaker had arrived 
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at his comfortable, characteristically 


Southern conclusion. 

‘ Our best negroes are unquestionably 
pious, he answered; ‘and some of 
them have a very earnest sense of their 
duties as to this life and the next; but 
I regret to say that a good deal of what 
passes for religion among them is mere 
exitement, often of a mischievous and 
sensual character.’ 

‘ Heathenish ! quite heathenish !’ add- 
ed the lazy gentleman. ‘ Did you ever 
see a shout, Mr. ——?’ 

I responded in the negative, and in- 
quired what it was. 

‘Oh, a dance of negro men and 
women to the accompaniment of their 
own voices. It’s of no particular figure, 
and they sing to no particular tune, im- 
provising both at pleasure, and keeping 
it up for an hour together. I'll defy 
you to look at it without thinking of 
Ashantee or Dahomey ; it’s so sugges- 
tive of aboriginal Africa.’ 

I had an opportunity, subsequently, 
of witnessing the performance in ques- 
tion, and can indorse the lazy gentle- 
man’s assertion. Inheriting the salta- 
tory traditions of their barbarous ances- 
try, the slaves have also a current fund 
of superstition, of a simple and curious 
character. But further ethical disqui- 
sitions were here cut short by the ap- 
pearance of the Colonel's daughters, 
when the conversation was at once 
changed, as by tacit consent of all three 
of us. What their father had told me, 
relative to his solicitude to keep them 
in ignorance of all ‘ unpleasant things’ 
accruing from the fundamental institu- 
tion, was in perfect accordance with 
Southern instincts. I had observed 
similar instances of habitual caution be- 
fore, reminding me of the eulogized 
tendency toward ‘ Orientalism’ alluded 
to in the previous chapter. And, of all 
people, South-Carolinians possess the 
equally rare and admirable faculty of 
holding their tongues, when there is 
occasion for it. 

We joined the ladies in a walk. As 
the elder had much to say to the clergy- 
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man about mutual acquaintances, while 
her fat relative strolled carelessly by 
her side, her sister naturally fell to my 
companionship: With a rather hand- 


15 


‘If the slaves rose, we should kill 
them like so many snakes!’ was the 
answer, And the young lady’s voice 
and flashing eyes showed that she was 


some and intelligent girl I should have in earnest. 


preferred to converse on general topics 
than the one with which I had been 
already nauseated at Charleston—seces- 
sion; but she was full of it, and would 
not be evaded. Very soon she asked 
me what I supposed would be the senti- 
ment in England toward the seceding 
States, in the assumed event of their 
forming a confederacy. - 

I told her, as I then believed, that it 
would be adverse, in consequence of 
the national -hostility to slavery, ap- 
pealing to her own British experience 
for confirmation. 

* Yes, she said, ‘ they were all aboli- 
tionists in England, and could hardly 
credit us when we told them that we 
owned negroes. They thought all 
Southerners must be like Legree in 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin! But papa, who 
went to the club houses, and mixed 
with the aristocracy, says that they are 
much better informed about us; that 
they were opposed to emancipation in 
the West Indies, and have always re- 
garded it as a great mistake. And 
England must have cotton, you know.’ 

‘If there’s a war between the North 
and South, won’t you find it very diffi- 
cult to retain your negroes?’ I asked, 
waiving the immediate question. 

Miss ——— responded by the usual 
assertion of the fidelity of the slaves to 
their owners. 

‘ What if the new Government resorts 
to emancipation as a weapon against 
you?’ I made this inquiry, thinking 
it possible that this might be done at 
the outset. Like other foreigners, though 
familiar with the North, I had not sup- 
posed that nearly two years of civil 
war, with its inevitable expenditure of 
blood and treasure, would be needed to 
induce this direct and obvious means 
of subduing a rebellion. Englishmen, 
it is known, have ferocious ideas on 
the subject, as witness India. 


Our promenade lasted until the re- 
turn of the Colonel, who presently took 
& private opportunity of informing me 
that the wounded slave would proba- 
bly survive, and that he had sent for a 
surgeon from an adjoining plantation, 
expressing some apprehension that de- 
lay or indifference on his part might 
involve fatal consequences. 

‘It’s Christmas time, you see, and per- 
haps he won’t care about coming,’ said 
my host. I may add that his anticipa- 
tion was in part verified by the result, 
‘the doctor’ not appearing till the fol- 
lowing morning. Thanks, however, to 
a rough knowledge of surgery on the 
part of the overseer, aided by the ex- 
cellence of his constitution, ‘ Timber- 
lake’ recovered. I will mention here, 
in dismissing the subject, that ‘ Hurry’s 
John’ was subsequently sold to a Lou- 
isiana sugar-planter, a fate only less ter- 
rible to a negro than his exportation 
to Texas. 

Within an hour of our return to the 
house, we partook of an excellent and 
luxurious Christmas dinner, to which 
birds of the air, beasts of the earth, 
and fish of the sea had afforded tribute, 
and the best of European wines served 
as an appropriate accompaniment. The 
meal was, I think, served earlier than 
usual, that we might attend the event 
of the day, the negro weddings. 

These were solemnized at a little 
private church, in the rear of which 
was absolutely the most enormous live- 
oak I had ever seen, its branches, 
fringed with pendent moss, literally 
covering the small churchyard, where, 
perhaps, a dozen of the —— family lie 
buried—a few tombstones, half hidden 
by the refuse of the luxuriant vegeta- 
tion, marking their places of sepulture. 
The plain interior of the building had 
been decorated with evergreens in hon- 
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or of the time and the occasion, under 
the tasteful direction of the young la- 
dies, who had also contrived to furnish 
white dresses and bouquets for the 
brides. These, duly escorted by their 
future husbands, clad in their best, and 
looking alternate happiness and sheep- 
ishness, had preceded us by a few min- 
utes, and were waiting our arrival, 
while all around beamed black faces 
full of expectation and interest. 

We walked through a lane of sable 
humanity—for the church was too small 
to contain a fourth of the assembled 
negroes—to the little altar, before 
which the six couples were presently 
posed by the clergyman, in front of 
us and himself. That done to every- 
body’s satisfaction, the Colonel stationed 
to give away the brides—an arrange- 
ment that caused a visible flutter of 
delight among them—and as many. 
lookers-on accommodated within the 
building as could crowd in, the cere- 
mony was proceeded with, the clergy- 
man using an abbreviated form of the 
Episcopal service, reading it but once, 
but demanding separate responses. I 
noticed that he omitted the words 
‘until death do ye part,’ and I thought 
that omission suggestive. 

The persons directly concerned be- 
haved with as much propriety as if 
they had possessed the whitest of cuti- 
cles, being quiet, serious, and attentive ; 
nor did I detect anything indecorous 
on the part of the spectators, beyond 
an occasional smile or whisper by the 
younger negroes, whose soft-skinned, 
dusky faces and white eyeballs glanced 
upward at the six couples with admir- 
ing curiosity, and at us, visitors, with 
that appealing glance peculiar to the 
negro—always, to my thinking, irre- 
sistibly touching, and suggestive of 
dependence on, humility toward, and 
entreaty for merciful consideration at 
the hands of a superior race. Perhaps, 
however, the old folks enjoyed the oc- 
casion most, particularly the negresses : 
one wrinkled crone, of at least fourscore 
years, her head bound in the usual 
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gaudy handkerchief, and her hands 
resting on a staff or crutch, went off 
into a downright chuckle of irrepressi- 
ble exultation after the closing benedic- 
tion, echoed more openly by the crowd 
of colored people peeping in at the 
doors and windows. 

The ceremony over, the concourse 
adjourned to a large frame building, 
part shed, part cotton-house, ordinarily 
used for storing the staple plant of 
South Carolina, before ginning and 
pressing. The Colonel had sent his 
year’s crop to Charleston, and the va- 
cant space was now occupied by a 
triple row of tables, set out with plates, 
knives and forks, and drinking uten- 
sils. Here, the newly married couples 
being inducted into the uppermost 
seats, as places of honor, and the rest 
of the company accommodated as well 
as could be effected, a substantial din- 
ner was served, and partaken of with a 
gusto and appreciation only conceiv- 
able in those to whom such an indul- 
gence is exceptional, coming, like the 
occasion, but once in a year. Upward 
of a hundred and fifty persons sat 
down to it, exclusive of those tempo- 
rarily detailed as waiters, who present- 
ly found leisure to minister to their 
own appetites. Their owner surveyed 
the scene with an air of gratification, in 
which I could not detect a trace of his 
recent serious discomposure. I am 
well persuaded, however, that he had 
not forgotten it, as that the cause of it 
was known among the negroes; I 
thought I observed evidences of it in 
their looks and deportment, even amid 
the general hilarity. 

The ladies had returned to the house, 
and we were about following them, 
when the clatter of a horse’s hoofs was 
heard without, and the officious voices 
of the negroes announced the arrival 
of a visitor or messenger for the Colonel, 
who stepped forward to meet him. A 
young man, clad in a coarse homespun 
gray uniform, scantily trimmed with 
red worsted, and a French military cap, 
alighted, and addressed our friend in a 
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faltering, hesitating manner, as though 
communicating some disastrous intelli- 
gence. I saw the Colonel turn pale, 
and put his hand to his head as if he 
had received a stunning blow. Instinc- 
tively the three of us rushed toward 
him. 

‘My God! what's the matter? what 
has happened, ——?’ inquired the 
clergyman. 

‘Philip! Philip! my boy’s dead— 
shot himself by accident!’ was the an- 
swer. 

A very few words explained all. 
The young volunteer had fallen a vic- 
tim to one of those common instances 
of carelessness in playing with loaded 
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firearms, While frolicking with a 
comrade, at his barracks, he had taken 
up his revolver, jestingly threatening 
to shoot. The other, grasping the bar- 
rel of the cocked pistol, in turning it 
round, had caused its discharge, the 
bullet penetrating the breast of the 
unfortunate owner of the weapon. 
Conveyed to the hospital, he had died 
within an hour after his arrival. 
x * * * * 

Our holiday-making, of course, came 
to a sudden termination. Next day I 
accompanied the Colonel to Charleston, 
to claim the’ body of his deceased son, 
and not long afterward parted wit’ 
him, on my return to the North. 
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Wrrs the roar of cannon and tramp 
of armed men resounding through the 
land, and the fair young face of the Re- 
public disfigured to our eyes by the deep 
furrows of war, it is pleasant to know 
that in certain nooks and corners, gen- 
tler sounds of harmony still linger, and 
that ateliers exist where men’s fancies 
grow on canvas from day to day into 
soothing visions of loveliness. 

The scarlet-and-gold and general 
paraphernalia of war are too tempting 
to pallet and brush, not to be seized on 
with avidity and reproduced with mar- 
vellous truth; but it is more agreeable 
to pass over accurate representations of 
the Irish zouave, with Celtic features, 
not purely classical in outline, glowing 
defiantly under the red cap of the 
Arab, and Teutonic cavalrymen, cling- 
ing clumsily to their steeds, and turn 
for solace to the grand, solemn Shores of 
Niagara, to wander amid the tangled 
luxuriance of the Heart of the Andes, 
or to bask in the sweet silence of Twi- 
light in the Wilderness. There are Ice- 


bergs too, floating in the Arctic Sea, 
frozen white and mute with horror at 
the dread secrets of ages; but, respon- 
sive to the versatile talent of the hand 
that creates them, they glow with pris- 
matic light of many colors. Mr. Church 
irradiates the frozen regions with the 
coruscations of his own genius, bringing 
to these lonely, despairing masses of ice 
the revivifying hope and promise of 
warmer climates. 

In pondering over the sad mystery 
of these Icebergs, we float down again 
to Tropical Seas and Islands ; and as we 
linger under the shade of palm and 
banana tree, the rude chant of the 
negro strikes the ear in the grotesque 
and characteristic framework of the 
‘ Bananier? the plaintive melody of 
‘ La Savane’ sighs past on the evening 
breeze, Spanish eyes flash out tempt- 
ingly from the enticing cadence of the 
‘ Ojos Criollos? and Spanish guitars 
tinkle in the soft moonlight of the 
‘ Minuit @ Seville” and Tropical life 
awakes to melody under the touch of 
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the Creole poet of the piano, Mr. Gott- 
schalk. 

There are many beings, otherwise 
estimable, to whom the Tropical sense 
is wanting ; who are ever suspicious of 
malaria lurking under the rich, glossy 
leaves of the orange groves; who look 
with disgust and loathing at the exag- 
gerated proportions and venomous na- 
ture of all creeping things; who find the 
succulence of the fruit unpleasant to the 
taste, and the flowers, though fair to 
the eye, deadly as the upas tree to all 
other sense ;—for whom it is no com- 
pensation to feel, with the first breath 
of morning air, the dull, leaden weight 
of life lifted, or no happiness to watch 
the sea heaving and palpitating with 
delight under the rays of the noonday 
sun, and to know that the stars at night 
droop down lovingly and confidingly 
to the embrace of warm Tropical earth. 
With an insensibility to these influences, 
there can be but little sympathy or ap- 
preciation of the works »f Mr. Gott- 
schalk ; for all that is born of the Trop- 
ics partakes of its beauties and its de- 
fects, its passionate languor, its useless 
profusion and its poetic tenderness. 
And where else in the United States, 
can we look for a spontaneous gush -of 
melody? Plymouth Rock and its sur- 
roundings have not hitherto seemed 
favorable to the growth and manifesta- 
tion of musical genius; for the old 
Puritan element, in its savage intent to 
annihilate the esthetic part of man’s 
nature, under the deadening dominion 
of its own Blue Laws, and to crush out 
whatever of noble inspiration had been 
vouchsafed to man by his Creator, rare- 
ly sought relief in outbursts of song. 

Psalmody appears to have been the 
chief source of musical indulgence, and 
for many a long, weary year, hymns of 
praise, nasal in tone and dismal in 
tendency, have ascended from our prim 
forefathers to the throne of grace on 
high. 

Such depressing musical antecedents 
have not prepared New England for 
greater efforts of melody than are to be 
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found in the simple ballads supposed 
to originate with the plantation negro, 
who, in addition to his other burdens, 
is thus chosen to assume the onerous 
one of Northern scng, as being the only 
creature frivolous enough to indulge in 
vain carolling. If we can scarcely 
affirm that the Americans are yet a 
musical people, that they would be is 
an undeniable fact, and one constantly 
evinced in their lavish support of art- 
ists, from the highest to the lowest 
grade. Among the musical aspirants 
to popular favor, none has of late en- 
joyed so large a share of notice and ad- 
miration as Mr. Gottschalk; and to re- 
turn from our recent digression, we will 
proceed to the consideration of his com- 
positions. Fragmentary and suggest- 
ive as are his ideas, there is infinite 
method and system in their treatment. 
Avoiding thus far what is termed ‘ svs- 
tained effort, and which frequently im- 
plies the same demands on the patience 
of the listener as on the creative power 
of the composer, Mr. Gottschalk’s com- 
positions contain just so much of the 
true poetic vein as can be successfully 
digested and enjoyed in a piano piece of 
moderate length. With the power to 
conceive, and the will and discipline of 
mind to execute, there is no reason why, 
with perhaps a diminished tendency to 
fritter away positive excellence at the 
shrine of effect, enduring proofs of the 
genius of our American pianist should 
not be given to the world. 

As a mere player, the popularity of 
Mr. Gottschalk with the ‘uninitiated 
masses is due, in a great measure, to 
his tact in discerning the American 
craving for novelty and sensation, and 
to his native originality and brilliancy, 
which allow him to respond so fully 
to these exigencies of public taste, as 
to possess on all occasions the keynote 
to applause. The faculty of never de- 
generating into dulness, the rock on 
which most pianists are wrecked in ear- 
ly youth, is another just cause for insur- 
ing to our compatriot the preéminence 
which he enjoys. Viewed from a critical 
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point, the mechanical endowments and 


acquirements of Gottschalk are such as © 


to enable him to subject his playing to 
the test of keenest analysis without de- 
triment to his reputation. For clear- 
ness and limpidity of touch and un- 
erring precision, for impetuosity of 
style, combined with dreamy delicacy, 
he has few rivals. The evenness and 
brilliancy of his trill are unequalled, 
the mechanical process required to pro- 
duce it being lost to sight in the won- 
derful birdlike nature of the effect. In 
the playing of classical music, Mr. Gott- 
schalk has to contend against his own 
individuality. This individuality, nat- 
urally intense and of a kind calculated 
to meet with public favor, has been cul- 
tivated and indulged in to such an ex- 
tent as to prove an occasional obstacle 
to the exclusive absorption and utter 
identification with the ideas of another 
composer that classical music demands, 
In the mere matter of execution there 
is no difficulty which the fingers of this 
skilful pianist cannot overcome, and 
his intellectual grasp of a subject en- 
ables him to discern and interpret the 
- beauties of all musical themes; but 
where an earnest, passionate interest in 
the music of the old masters is not felt 
by the performer, it is rarely communi- 
cated to his hearers. 

The world of letters, however, has 
not seemingly regretted the inability 
of Byron to trammel his muse with the 
uncongenial fetters of Pope’s metre, and 
has certainly never quarrelled with 
Tom Moore for not assuming the man- 
ners and diction of the revered Samuel 
Johnson, LL.D. 

With due allowance for difference of 
latitude, and wide difference of aim 
and pursuit, the contemplation of the 
Master of Creole Melody recalls to us 
a genius which found utterance in song 
none the less melodious that it was 
written, not sung. The ‘ashen sky’ 
and ‘crisped, sere leaves of the lone- 
some October,’ so thrillingly pictured 
by Edgar Poe in his‘ Ulalume,’ find echo 
in the foreboding sadness of the open- 
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ing bars to Gottschalk’s ‘Last Hope ;’ 
and as both poems grow in vague, 
dreamy sound, they culminate in a cry 
of smothered despair at the tomb where 
all hopes lie buried with the lost Ula- 
lume. The same weird conception and 
eccentricity of design, with knowledge 
of rhythmical effect and extreme care- 
fulness of finish, are prominent traits 
of both artists; and the American dis- 
regard of tradition, as evinced in all 
enterprises, whether literary, artistic, or 
commercial, and which readily infects 
the simple sojourner amorg us as well 
as the happy being born to republican 
privileges, marks alike the nationality 
of poet and pianist. 

Edgar Poe’s literary reputation un- 
doubtedly gains additional lustre as 
the lapse of years permits the veil of ob- 
scurity to fall over the personal vices 
and irregularities which so tarnished 
the living fame of this great artist, 
Genius draws around itself a magical 
circle, attracting and keeping by the 
force of its own magnetism those 
whom it values, but at the same time 
exercising an equally repellent effect 
on the envious and ignorant wander- 
ing beyond the pale of its charmed pre- 
cincts. Hence the difficulty of judging 
it by contemporaneous standards. The 
Hyperion head of Poe was lost to the 
view of many by a too persistent search 
for the satyr’s cloven foot. In consid- 
ering the poet’s eccentricities, in com- 
mon with other extraordinary and ano- 
malous beings, it must be deeply de- 
plored that one so endowed with wealth 
of intellect beyond his fellow men, 
should be still so poor in moral store 
that the dullest of them could dare 
look with disdain on this heir to gifts 
regal and sacred. 

He could forget his deep, earnest love 
of order in things intellectual, in every 
excess of disorder in things material, 
and his passionate love of the beauti- 
ful could be profaned by frequent grov- 
elling amid the hideous deformities 
of vice. Poe, in his reverence for Art 


(his only reverence), seemed generally 
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to set greater store on the elaborate and 
artistic perfection of his works, than in 
the spontaneity of genius therein dis- 
played. So it would seem, at least, in 
his voluntarily exposing the skeleton de- 
sign of his greatest poem, ‘The Raven,’ 
and the various processes by which this 
grand shadow attained its final harmo- 
nious and terrible proportions. This 
may be a noble sacrifice to the prin- 
ciples of Art, intended as a warning to 
rash novices against the sin of sloven- 
liness in composition; but the poem 
must be of solid fibre to resist this dis- 
enchanting test. The unveiling of hid- 
den mysteries, the disclosure of trap 
doors, ropes, and pulleys, may assist in 
the general dissemination of knowl- 
edge; but in behalf of those who prefer 
to be ignorant that they may be hap- 
py, we protest against the innovation. 
In this dangerous experiment of Poe’s, 
however, we are forced to do what he 
would have us do—admire the ingenuity 
of the poet, together with his knowl- 
edge of effect, rhythmical and dramatic, 
his flexibility and strength of versifica- 
tion, and marvellous faculty of word 
painting. This propensity to make all 
things subservient to the advancement 
of Art is not always productive of pres- 
ent good to one’s fellow beings, what- 
ever may be the results to posterity, 
as the luckless women who cross the 
path of such men cannot unfrequently 
testify—oftentimes assiduously wooed, 
won, and lightly discarded, to furnish an 
artistic study of the female capacity for 
suffering, as well as to supply renewed 
inspiration for further poetic bemoan- 
ings. In the prose narrations of Edgar 
Poe, the same skilful handling of mys- 
tery, and the turning to account of any 
incident susceptible of dramatic effect, 
are always apparent as in his poems. 
But the want of extended sympathy 
with mankind, the artist egotism, which 
looks inwardly for all material, and in 
truth scorns the approval of the masses, 
must naturally fail to secure the inter- 
est of a large class of readers. His 
compositions, on the contrary, which 
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give full scope to his keen, subtle pow- 
ers of analysis, and vigorous handling 
of the subject in question, are more 
widely understood and appreciated. 
Since the days when Poe dealt with 
contemporaneous literature, and literary 
men, in not the most temperate mood 
of criticism, poetic fire in America, with 
few exceptions, seems to have sunk into 
a dead, smouldering condition, and to 
have yielded to its sister art of paint- 
ing the task of grappling with the 
New-World monster of utilitarianism 
and practical reform. The demands for 
indigenous painters in America being 
constantly greater, the result is neces- 
sarily a vast increase and improvement 
in this branch of Art. 

New England, on whose barren mu- 
sical soil we have already descanted, 
and who has not hitherto disputed to 
the Old World her privilege of pouring 
out on our untutored continent the ac- 
cumulated wealth of years of musical 
study and training, has at last gone far 
to redeem her reputation of artistic 
nullity, by producing the greatest land- 
scape painter of which the country can 
boast. With us, the superiority of at- 
mospheric effects over most countries, 
and the great variety and originality 
of American scenery, have united in 
bringing the landscape painter into 
existence, and the public have assured 
this existence by fostering applause and 
pecuniary compensation. Nature, thus 
prodigal of gifts to America, has, in a 
crowning act of munificence, conferred 
also a painter, capable of interpreting 
her own most recondite mysteries, and 
of faithfully transcribing the beauties 
revealed to all eyes in their simple ma- 
jesty. 

Immensity of theme possesses no ter- 
rors for Mr. Church’s essentially Ameri- 
ean genius; his facile brush recoils not 
before the gigantic natural elements of 
his own land, but deals as readily and 
composedly with the unapproachable 
sublimity of Niagara and the terribie 
beauty of icebergs as with the peace 
of simple woodland scenes and the 
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glowing sentiment of the tropics. To 
tread the beaten path of landscape 
painting, and offer to the public a tame 
transcript of the glories he has beheld, 
is repugnant to the creative power of 
this true artist; but when form, color, 
and the legitimate” means at his com- 
mand fail to embody all he would ex- 
press, his suggestive faculty is general- 
ly of force sufficient to reach all behold- 
ers, even those of feeblest imagination. 

In standing before the Falls of Ni- 
agara, one can, in fancy, feel the cool 
moisture of spray, rising, incense-like, 
through a rainbow of promise, from 
the inspired canvas, together with the 
earth’s tremor at the roar of mad wa- 
ters rushing headlong to a desperate 
death. This inestimable quality of sug- 
gestiveness is preserved in Mr. Church’s 
pictures when deprived of the aid of 
color and reduced to mere black and 
white’ in engraving, a fact bearing 
equally conclusive testimony to their 
inherent correctness of lines and ele- 
gance of composition. 

Mr. Church’s prominent character- 
istics of hardy vigor and adventurous 
treatment of a subject, seem to have 
monopolized his artistic nature, to the 
frequent exclusion of tenderness, either 
in idea or in the handling of color. 
The painting, in our eyes, least open to 
this objection, is Twilight in the Wilder- 
ness—a dreamy picture of inexpressible 
sadness, of a tearful silence that is felt, 
and of a loneliness too sacred to be 
profaned by human intrusion. The 
gorgeous panorama of the Heart of the 
Andes, its snowy mountain peaks, and 
plains glowing with tropical verdure, 
is too bewildering in its complicated 
grandeur to excite dreams of beauty 
so tender and sadness so touching. 

In contemplating this last-named 
picture, the demands on the attention 
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are so numerous and weighty,—-in the 
first place, to comprehend the situa- 
tion, and exchange at a moment’s no- 
tice the stagnation of the temperate 
zone for the emotional excitement of 
the tropics ; then to separate and classify 
the many points of beauty, to rise to 
the summits of distant mountains, sub- 
lime in their snowy crests, and sink 
again to earth at the foot of the rustic 
cross, by whose aid we may one day 
rise to sink no more,—to follow the 
painter successfully through this maze 
of thoughts, without the guiding light 
of his own matchless color, would seem 
a difficult and displeasing task. But 
the task has been accomplished with 
complete success, in an English line 
engraving of the Heart of the Andes, 
recently arrived in this country ; which 
indication of popularity abroad con- 
duces materially to the ever-growing 
fame of the artist. The same test, we 
believe, is in store for the Icebergs—with 
what result, time will show. Mean- 
while, the picture itself will, on foreign 
soil, plead the cause of American civil- 
ization, and tend to assure those who 
look with dismay at the tumultuous 
upheavings of freedom’s home, that 
imperishable Art still maintains her 
placid sway in this distracted land, and 
that her votaries falter not in their al- 
legiance. 

Volcanoes pour out fiery lava un- 
der the red glare of the setting sun, 
obedient to Church’s magic touch—del- 
icate fancies are weaved into poetic life 
by the fingers of Gottschalk—but the 
voice of Poe, alas! is mute forever, 
The ‘ Lost Lénore,’ found too late, may 
have inspired a sofig far beyond the 
dull range of human comprehension, 
but poor mortals left below, can only 
echo, with the grim and ghastly raven: 
Nevermore ! Nevermore ! f 
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Tae Stave Power; its Cuaracter, Ca- 
REER, AND PRopaBLE DesiGNs: BEING AN 
Arrempt To Expiain tHe Rea Issvzs 1N- 
VOLVED IN THE AMERICAN Contest. By 
J. E. Carnyes, M. A., Professor of Juris- 
prudence and Political Economy in Queen’s 
College, Galway, and late Whately Profes- 
sor in the University of Dublin. Second 
edition. New York: Carleton, 413 Broad- 
way. London: Parker and Son & Co. 


Ir is to be sincerely hoped that the Amer- 
ican public, in its detestation of the ungen- 
erous, narrow-minded, and inconsistent con- 
duct of the majority of Englishmen toward the 
FederalUnion since the present war began, will 
not lose sight of the fact that, here and there 
in Great Britain, men of superior intelligence 
and information have labored strenuously to 
make the truth known, and to vindicate our 
cause. Amid a mob of ignorant and furious 
foes of freedom, France has seen a Gasparin 
rise calm and great in superior knowledge, 
declaring incontrovertible truths; and in like 
manner, the English press has given the 
views of Stewart Mill and Professor Cairnes 
to their public, at a time when it seemed 
as if falsehood had completely triumphed. 
In ‘ The Slave Power,’ the latest work by this 
last-named writer, we have indeed such a 
searching analysis of the present American 
crisis, and find the history of the entire 
difficulty set forth so fully, yet with such re- 
markable conciseness, that we cannot sup- 
press a feeling of astonishment that a coun- 
try which has slandered us so cruelly should, 
at the same time, have given to the world by 
far the best vindication of our cause which 
has as yet appeared. For it is no undue 
praise to say, that in this book we have the 
completest defence of the Federal cause and 
the most effective onslaught on the Slave 
Power which any writer has thus far placed 
on record; and we cordially agree with the 
vigorous reviewer of the Westminster, in 
believing that a work more needed could 
scarcely have been produced at the present 
time, ‘since,’ as he adds, ‘it contains more 
than enough to give a new turn to English 


feeling on the subject, if those who guide and 
sway public opinion were ever likely to re- 
consider a question on which they have so 
deeply committed themselves.’ 

‘The Slave Power,’ it is true, contains little 
which has not, at one time or another, been 
brought before the mind of the well-informed 
American republican ; yet it is precisely in 
this that its chief merit consists, since it is 
not by idle oratory and fine writing, but by 
facts and the plain truth, that we can be best 
vindicated. Englishmen are grossly ignorant 
of the true causes of this struggle, or of the 
principles involved—a matter little to be 
marvelled at, when we find almost a majority 
of professed Federal Americans, under the 
name of Democrats, cheerfully admitting that 
their confederate foes are quite in the right 
as far as the main cause of the difficulty is 
concerned, For all such men, a clear expo- 
sition of facts, logically set forth, cannot be 
other than a real blessing ; since their amia- 
bility to the South, when not based on trai- 
torous and selfish interests, means simply 
nothing more nor less than ignorance—and 
that of a kind which is little less than crim- 
inal, let the guilt rest where it may. 

Professor Cairnes begins judiciously by 
showing that in the beginning it was believed, 
not without very apparent cause, in England, 
that our war ‘sprang from narrow and selfish 
views of sectional interests,’ in which the 
free-trading South was in the right, and that 
the abolition of slavery was a mere pretence 
by which the North sought, without “a color 
of truth, to attract foreign sympathy. And 
when we remember for how long a time 
slaves were returned by Federal officers to 
their owners, and how persistently anything 
like abolition, or even the most moderate 
emancipation, was earnestly and practically 
disowned by the Federal power, it is not 
wonderful, as Mr. Cairnes declares, that Eng- 
land should have regarded our claim to be 
fighting for the cause of free labor as a shal- 
low deceit. Even as we write, we have be- 
fore us a journal containing an allusion to an 
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officer who attempted to return to slavery a ehave yielded would have been to have written 


contraband who had brought to him informa- 
tion of the greatest importance. Yet, despite 
the frightful appearances against us, our 
writer saw, through all, the truth, and declared 
that, as regarded the popular British abuse 
of this country, ‘never was an explanation 
of a political catastrophe propounded in 
more daring defiance of all the great and 
cardinal realities of the case with which it 
professed to deal.’ 

Slavery is the cause and core of our na- 
tional difficulty. Secession and Southern 
Rights have flourished in strength in exact 
ratio to the number of slaves in the States— 
nay, in the very counties in which slaves 
abounded. Slavery early developed a sec- 
tional class of politicians devoted to one ob- 
ject, who, by the sheer force of intense, un- 
scrupulous application, from the year 1819 
down to 1860, swayed our councils, gave an 
infamous character to American diplomacy, 
and stained our nagional character. They 
are called the Free Trade Party : why was it, 
then, that they never employed their power 
to accomplish that object, ‘or how does it 
happen that, having submitted to the tariffs 
of 1832, 1842, and 1846, it should have re- 
sorted to the extreme measure of secession 
while under the tariff of 1857—a compara- 
tively Free Trade law’? ‘From 1842 down 
to 1860, the tendency of Federal legislation 
was distinctly in the direction of Free Trade.’ 
‘If Free Trade was their main object, why 
did the Southern senators withdraw from 
their posts precisely at the time when their 
presence was most required to secure their 
cherished principle?’ Or why did they not 
apply to their supple and infamous tool, 
Buchanan, to veto the bill? Because they 
wished it to pass—to make political capital 
against the North in England; and they ac- 
cordinMly aided its passage, Mr. Toombs be- 
ing in the Senate, and actually voting for it! 
Or if it was a Free Trade question, why was 
it that the Western States did not take part 
with them ? 

The North, however, did not take up arms 
to destroy slavery, but the Right of Secession, 
since that was the irritating point d'honneur, 
and, what was more, the real first cause of 
injury which at first presented itself. Mr. 
Lincoln had cause to know that in the begin- 
ning, even in the South itself, secession was 
only the work cf a turbulent minority. ‘To 


himself down before the world as incompe- 
tent—nay, as a traitor to the cause which 
he had just sworn to defend.’ In short, we 
were misunderstood—painfully so—and it is 
not a matter of indifference to learn that at 
last there is a reaction of intelligence in our 
favor, and that light is breaking through 
the bewildering mists which once veiled the 
truth. 

In discussing ‘ the economic basis of slav- 
ery,’ Professor Cairnes deals out truths with 
a prompt vigor which is truly affirable. 
From Stirling, Olmsted, Sewell, and others, 
he disposes of the old falsebood that only the 
negro can endure the Southern climate—a 
fact but recently generally made known at 





- the North—that isothermal lines do not fol- 


low the parallels of latitude—and that it is a 
gross error to believe the black incapable of 
improvement as a freeman. He admits that 
slave labor has its advantages, in being abso- 
lutely controllable, and in returning the 
whole fruit of its labor to the owner. It 
may, therefore, be combined on an extensive 
scale, and its cost is trifling. But, on the 
other hand, slave labor is given reluctantly, 
and is consequently a losing ‘means, unless 
much of it can be concentrated under the 
eye of one overseer. It is unskilful, because 
the slave cannot be educated; and, therefore, 
having once learned one thing, he must be 
kept at that for life. 7 

The result of this is that, as the slave, un- 
like the free farm-laborer, cannot (with rare 
exceptions) be profitably employed at aught 
save agriculture, and indeed only at one 
branch of that, he soon exhausts the soil. 
If all the blacks in the South were capable 
of laboring at rotation of crops, they would 
soon be free. Slavery hus always of itself 
died out in the wheat and corn ren 
cause, in raising cereals, labor is more wi 
ly dispersed than in cotton or tobacco plant- 
ing, and the workers are more difficult to 
oversee. Hence the constant immigration 
from the wornout to the new plantation, and 
the cry for new land; and hence the admis- 
sion, by the most intelligent men of the South, 
that to prevent the extension of slavery 
would be to destroy it. Free labor flourishes 
even on barren soils—ingenuity is stimulated 
and science developed. But slave labor re- 
quires abundance of fertile soil and a branch 
of culture demanding combination and or- 
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ganization of large masses of labor and its 
concentration. 

Yet, in spite of these facts, a writer in the 
London Saturday Review informs the Eng- 
lish public that the rapid deterioration of the 
soil under slave labor is a popular fallacy! 
Could the gentleman who gives this informa- 
tion so glibly, examine, we do not say Vir- 
ginia, but simply that lower county of Dela- 
ware which has adhered somewhat to the old 
Southern slave system, in contradistinction 
to its two sisters, he might have distinctly as- 
certaineMif the exhaustion of soil by slave 
labor be a fallacy. Again, if the profits of 
slavery be only for the master, it may be 
true that the same process which enriches 
him impoverishes the country at large; and 
this is really the case through all the South. 
Free labor shuns slave society : a few North- 
ern men may here and there live in the 
South, but as a rule the negro makes the 
poor white meaner than himself. It is true 
that free white labor in new lands is very 
exhaustive—but in time it takes them up 
again and restores them: this the negro 
never does, and never can do. 

The tendencies of slavery to render the 
white man insolent, arrogant, and oligar- 
chical, are well pointed out by Professor 
Cairnes, and with them the evil tendencies of 
slave societies. It makes bad white men, 
and intolerable political neighbors. Inthe 
ancient world, slaves ere constantly being 
educated, freed, and made equal to their 
masters; but in the confederacy, everything 
is done to crush them lower and lower; and 
in these facts lie perdu the future further 
degradation of every poor white in the South, 
the constant increase of power and capital in 
the hands of a few, and the diminution in 
number even of these few. 

The fact that Virginians breed slaves ex- 
Leaty for sale is well exposed in this book. 
Our author is kind enough to believe that 
they never raise a single negro for the ez- 
press purpose of selling him or her; but we, 
who live nearer the ‘ sacred soil,’ know bet- 
ter. It is not many days since a farmer in 
our present immediate vicinity, on the South- 
ern Pennsylvania line, found himself obliged 
to dismiss a fine six-foot negro runaway from 
Virginia, whom he had hired, on account of 
the entire inability of the contraband to do 
the simplest farm tasks. ‘What is the rea- 
gon you can’t stand work?’ inquired the 
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amazed farmer. ‘Why, mass’, to tell de 
trufe, I wasn’t brought up to wuck (work), but 
to sell, If I'd been wucked too hard, it ud a 
spiled my looks fo’ de markit.’ Professor 
Cairnes may accept the sorrowful assurances 
of more than one person who has been taken 
frequently enough into the councils of ‘ the 
enemy’ in bygone times (erede experto Ru- 
perto), that slaves are begotten, born, bred, 
and raised for the Southern market—as much 
so as any pigs—and that, too, by eminently 
aristocratic and highly refined scions of first 
families. Now that we can and dare speak 
the truth, it is not amiss todo so. We recall 
the day when to have taken part in the 
charge of the Six Hundred would have been 
a trifle of bravery compared to making the 


- above truthful statement—for any one who 


valued social standing, or indeed a whole 
skin—on the border. Whether their own 
children were sold may be imagined from an 
anecdote long current in Virginia, relative to 
ex-Governor Wise, who, in a certain law case 
where he was opposed by a Northern trader, 
decided of a certain slave, that the chattel, 
being a mulatto, was of more value than ‘a 
molungeon.’ ‘ And what, in the name of God, 
is a molungeon?’ inquired the astonished 
‘Northern man.’ ‘A mulatto,’ replied Wise, 
‘is the child of a female house-servant by 
‘young master’—a molungeon is the off- 
spring of a field hand by a Yankee peddler.’ 

Mr. Cairnes has, we doubt not, often 
heard of mulattoes—they constitute the great 
majority of Virginia slaves. But did he 
ever hear of ‘ molungeons ’? 

Mr. Cairnes justly denies the common 
theory that the South has maintained para- 
mount political sway in the Union by a su- 
perior capacity for politics. He declares 
that men whose interests and ideas are con- 
centrated in a very narrow range, on one ob- 
ject, have vast advantage over their fitellec- 
tual superiors, when the latter pursue no such 
single course. He might have added that 
the young Southern gentleman, when not in- 
tended for a physician, almost invariably de- 
votes to mere provincial politics and the arts 
of declamation and debate, all of those intel- 
lectual energies which the Northerner applies 
to business, art, commerce, literature, and 
other solidly useful occupations. If the 
Southerner has an inborn superior talent 
for politics, why is it that, as in the case of 
British or French statesmen, he never devel- 
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ops the slightest talent for literature? So 
notoriously is this the case, that even the first 
writers of the South, especially for the press, 
are generally broken-down Northern literary 
hacks, or miserable Irish and English refu- 
gees. Mr. Cairnes quotes De Bow’s Re- 
view. He might be amazed, could he ex- 
amine a number of that remarkable period- 
ical, at the quality of the English written by 
some of the most eminent philosophers, pa- 
triots, and politicians of the confederacy ! 
The history of the Slave Power, as set forth 
in Louisiana, Missouri and its Compromise, 
the Mexican war, Kansas, the rise of the Re- 
publican Party, the Dred Scott decision, the 
attempt of John Brown, and secession, are 
given in a masterly manner in this work, 
and with a miraculous appreciation of truths. 
Not less vigorous and shrewd is the chapter 
devoted to the designs of the Slave Power, in 
which the future capacity of that power to 
do illimitable mischief is set forth in a man- 
ner which will be new even to the great mass 
of American Republican readers. If we dif- 
fer with him in his ‘ Conclusion, it is that we 
may be consistent to his earlier position. 
We do not agree with him when he advo- 
cates the giving permission to the South to 
secede with the Mississippi as their western 
boundary. Penned up by North and West, 
and with their ports occupied by us, the 
South would soon decay. But we rather be- 
“lieve the North, brought to the tremendous 
trial of a test between aristocracy and repub- 
licanism, will yet conquer by destroying 
slavery and giving the poor whites of the 
South their rights. But we cannot conclude 
without expressing the earnest hope that this 
book will be read, and that thoroughly, by 
every intelligent American. There is at 
present a reaction rapidly forming in Eng- 
land in favor of the Federal cause, and we 
foresee that this extraordinary work—the 
best summary in existence of our principles, 
and the most overwhelming stylus-stroke 
which slavery has ever received—is destined 
to be of incalculable service to the great 
cause. Let it circulate by the hundred thou- 
sand!—and do you, dear reader, do your 
part by perusing it, and making its merits 
known to all. In connection with it, we 
commend the review in the Westminster al- 
ready referred to. It is pleasant to realize 
that we have friends among enemies. Let us 


125 


hope that when brighter days come, our Gov- 
ernment and our people will not be unmind- 
ful of those who defended us in the days of 
darkness and dole. We owe a great debt of 
gratitude to such men as Professor Cairnes, 
and must not be slack in paying it. 


No. IV. St. Denis. 
New York: Carleton. 


Les MIsERABLES. 


By 
Vicror Hugo. 


A GREAT improvement on the preceding 
miserable trio, yet still far from fulfilling the 
extravagant assertions as to its merit with 
which the press has been deluged. We see 
in this novel, historic pictures, not without 
accuracy, details of life which are true enough, 
and, we might add, familiar enough, from a 
thousand fewilletons, but we find no PURPOSE, 
corresponding to the expectations excited. 
We have every variety of miserable wretch 
imaginable paraded before us, without a hint 
of any means of curing their social disease, 
‘There is a hammer for tearing down, but 
no trowel for building up,’ beyond a little 
empty talk on the benefits to be derived from 
education. The truth is that Victor Hugo 
writes, like too many of his nation, simply for 
sensation and effect. The fault to be found 
with this series is, that, like Jack Sheppard, 
it degrades the taste and blunts the feelings 
—in a word, it vulgarizes, and is as improper 
reading for the young, so far as effect is con- 
cerned, as the most immoral production ex- 
tant. Vulgarity is the open doorway to 
vice, and, philosophize as we may, sketches of 
thieves and vagabonds, gamins, prostitutes 
and liars are vulgar and unfit reading for 
youthful minds, if not for any minds what- 
ever. 


Aner Drake’s Wire. By Jonn Savnpers. 
New York: Harper & Brothers. 


Tue reader is well aware that this work 
has attained a great popularity—we may add 
that it has deserved it, being a work of 
marked originality; one of characters and 
feelings which will even bear at sundry times 
reperusal: as good a character as can be 
given to a novel, and a far better one than 
we are disposed to award to the majority of 
those which we meet. It is, we should say, 
in justice to the progressive powers of the 
author, far superior to his earlier produc- 
tions. 








In the noble Message of President Lincoty, 
there are two paragraphs which should be 
committed to memory and constantly recalled 
by every man : 

‘Fellow citizens, we cannot escape history. 
We of this Congress and this Administration 
will be remembered in spite of ourselves. No 
personal significance or insignificance can 
spare one or another of us. The fiery trial 
through which we pass will light us down into 
honor or dishonor to the highest generation. 

‘We say ‘we are for the Union!’ The 
world will not forget that we say this. We 
know how to save this Union. The world 
knows we know how to save it. We—even we 
here—hold the power and bear the responsi- 
bility!’ 

* We cannot escape history.’ And this is 
true, not only of the Congress and of the Ad- 
ministration, but of all men who at the pres- 
ent day are raised one fraction above the 
veriest obscurity and completest nothing-ism. 
You, reader, and series of those whom you 
daily meet, may fancy that your deeds, 
’ speeches, writings, overshadowed as they are 
by the greater men and events of the day, 
will be forgotten. It is not so. 

The last age was more antiquarian, more 
given to collecting, searching, and recording, 
than its predecessor. This present one is, 
however, a hundredfold more seeking and 
more chronicling than the last, and this 
tendency increases every year. As it is, 
scarce a hero or a traitor, even of the 
Revolution, is escaping glory or infamy. 
Will it be less the case with the good and 
bad men of the Emancipation? There ‘is 
not one among them who shall escape 
history. 

There is no thieving contractor, no ‘ help- 
ing’ official, no shoddy scoundrel, no unright- 
eously ‘commission’ gathering leech, who 
is not quietly noted down here and there, to 
be duly exposed, some soon—some in after 
years. We know that extensive researches 
have been undertaken, to prepare and keep 
in black and white a record of the rascality 
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of this war, in high places as well as low. 
They shall not escape history. 

There is no cowardly, dishonest, selfish 
politician—be h® who he may—no trimmer 
and truckler to the times—who will be for- 
gotten. The most important of all 
history—the greatest and most elearly out- 
lined struggle between Aristocracy and Re- 
publicanism—will not pass away into ob- 
livion. Men will toil away their lives that 
they may revive some of the salient points 
of this great fight for freedom. To com- 
memorate the good, they must set forth the 
opposition of the bad—of those who aided 
the foe either by approving of endless 
slavery, by clogging the action of the Ad- 
ministration, or by turning the hardly earned 
income of Government, wrung from a suffer- 
ing people, to their own profit. They shall 
not escape history. ’ 

Those who had the ability to aid the great 
cause of truth in any way, by brain or hand, 
and yet who did nothing—verily they shall 
not escape history. . 

The cautious, shrewd fellows, who hurrah 
loudly for the truth—after it has become safe 
and profitable to do so—they who run with 
the hound and hold with the hare—they may 
chuckle to themselves in their day, and re- 
joice at their shrewdness—but Time and Gop 
sift all things, however small—even such 
men as these. They shall not escape history. 

And let them cry, ‘ After us the Deluge,’ 
who will. You will live again in your 
children; the heritage of sin is repaid with 
compound interest to your name. How do 
you know but there is a Gop and a future 
knowledge of all this, that you act so boldly ? 
What evil have your children or your name 
done you, that you should lay a curse on 
them? For if you do not put forth your 
hand to the great cause of truth and in the 
great battle of the Lorp on behalf of Free- 
dom, be certain that you are now shaping a 
malediction, and awaking the anathema 


*maranatha, which shall go down into the 
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deepest ages, and even in many lands, to 
cover you and yours with the dark shadow 
of shame forever. You shall not escape 
history. 

But neither shall they escape who have 
have fought the good fight for truth, for 
man and liberty. Truly, as the German 
proverb hath it, Zeit bricht Rosen und Zeit 
bringt Rosen—‘Time breaks roses—but 
Time brings them also.’ There is an age 
coming which will distinguish between the 
battles for conquest and idle glory and the 
honor of kings, and those which were fought 
for holy freedom. In that age, the great and 
good and wise, yes! even the smallest and 
weakest who chose the cause of Truth, will 
be prized above the men of all battles which 
ever were beforetime. Stand fast, O sol- 
dier! be firm, O friend of the good cause ! 
let us see this thing bravely through to the 
end, come what may. Gop bless you !—and 
he will bless you! Die onthe battle field, or 
labor humbly at home—if your heart and 
your hand have been given to the good work, 
you shall not escape history. 

‘Fate for you shall sheathe her shears, 
You shall live some thousand years.’ 


Tr has been nobly proposed, and we doubt 
not that the proposition will be as nobly real- 
ized, that a shipload of food be sent to the 
relief of the starving operatives of England. 
If the wealthy classes of Great Britain were 
generous in proportion to the same order of 
men in this country, and in proportion to 
their own riches, it would be simply absurd 
for us to offer to relieve their paupers. But 
they are not so; and it is a matter to be 
deeply deplored, that the manufacturers who 
have made fortunes from their operatives, 
are, in Great Britain, the ones who are least 
inclined to relieve the sufferings of their 
poor dependants. And this we state entirely 
on the authority of the British press, and 
from the comments made by it on a recent 
and wretchedly abortive effort to collect from 
manufacturing capitalists somewhat to feed 
the poor who had enriched them. To an 
American, accustomed to hear of deeds of 
generosity and public spirit, the list of mo- 
neys subscribed for such an object, against 
the names of millionaires, would seem in- 
credibly beggarly and pitiful. 

However this may be, some one must feed 
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the poor; and if John Bull cannot afford it, 
Jonathan must. There is a degree of suffer- 
ing in which Englishman or confederate 
rebel becomes simply a suffering brother, and 
when he who would not act the good Samar- 
itan becomes most truly an outlaw to all hu- 
manity. Therefore, let there be, not one, but 
many shiploads sent to the sufferers—let us 
cast our bread upon the waters, literally as 
well as figuratively, and give no heed or 
thought to its return. The London Zimes 
will, we presume, impugn the motives of the 
charity—call it Pecksniffian and Heep-ish— 
or possibly try to prove that the Federals had 
no hand in the good deed. Let it rave—the 
business in hand is to feed starving men, 
women, and children, and not to make polit- 
ical capital, or gain glory, or please a party 
—for that we most assuredly shall not—but 
to do good and act in the large-hearted man- 
ner which gives a good conscience, and which 
asa national trait is the noblest character- 
istic of a republican. 





Tne South has been quicker than the 
North in perceiving that public opinion in 
England is rapidly changing in certain quar- 
ters in favor of the Federal cause, and it is 
for this reason that the press in Secessia has 
of late been so unamiable toward Great 
Britain, while Semmes has shown in his 
pirating so little kindness to English goods. 
Possibly Secessia may after all discover that 
she might do a more unprofitable thing than 
be in alliance offensive and defensive with 
us, and that she might go further and fare 
worse, either alone, or with foreign friends 
who are, after all, only foes in disguise. 

But it is a mad and a foolish thing for Eng- 
land to hope to be benefited by our dis- 
sension. Have we grown weaker or less 
dangerous by the discovery that we are 
capable of raising the greatest armies and 
the most invincible fleets in the world ? While 
we flourish in prosperity, we afford her an 
outlet for all her paupers, thieves, vagabond 
Bohemians, and refuse of all sorts, to say 
nothing of the vast mass of the really in- 
dustrious poor who do well here, but who 
would have starved to death at home. With 
one person in eight in Great Britain dying 
as a pauper and buried at the public expense, 
it is hardly expedient for its people to wish 
to see us ruined. Were we to exclude her 
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vagabonds »~.d paupers by an alien act from 
entering this country, and at the same time 
close our markets to her goods, of what avail 
would all the cotton in the world be to her? 
The American public understand this thing 
perfectly—so perfectly that the first move- 
ment toward intervention would be to effect- 
ually shut out the offending party, to bear 
by itself the worst results of prostrated man- 
ufactures and a turbulent starving popula- 
tion. 

But we trust that nothing of the kind may 
happen, and that England will perceive that 
a great, prosperous, and united America, 
though it covers the whole Western hemis- 
phere, will be of more advantage to her than 
a divided, impoverished land, full of fighting 
factions. It is a bad, an inhuman, and a 
most un-Christian, policy to set wealthy and 
powerful neighbors at dissensions, to rejoice 
at their losses, and finally hope to see them 
from prosperous citizens, turned into starved 
brigands. Envy is of the devil. And it is 
the more wicked, because we know, and 
every one of our readers knows with us, that 
there never existed in this country, within 
our recollection, any desire whatever to see 
Engiand impoverished, injured, or in any 
way ‘set back’ as a country. That deep-seated 
desire, openly avowed by her orators and 
press, to see our growing greatness checked, 
was never seriously cherished by any true 
American—and it could be proved that the 
insulting expressions of such a desire have 
in almost every instance originated with 
British emigrés in this country, who are noto- 
riously the most bitter foes to their father- 
land. 

It is finally worth noting that the sympathy 
expressed by Americans for Russia during 
the Crimean war, has been of late frequently 
urged in England as a reason for withholding 
sympathy from the Federals. Now it is 
most undeniably true that, with certain rare 
exceptions, the friendship for Russia at that 
time came in a great measure from the Dem- 
ocratic party, and especially from the South. 
It was an Irish antipathy to England in the 
North, and a serf-sympathy in the South 
which caused it all—naturally enough, in all 
. @onscience. If any one doubts this, let him 
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recall Roger Pryor’s book, indorsing Russia 
as the great power destined to swallow up all 
Europe—written at atime when Pryor was 
beyond question the first and loudest ex- 
ponent living of Southern feelings and prin- 
ciples, This is the simplest and plainest of 
facts, most easily susceptible of proof—and 
yet how many Englishmen are there who 
would believe it ? 

The truth is that the whole criticism of 
America by England has presented the mel- 
ancholy spectacle of prejudice and envy, 
made maudlin by gross ignorance—and the 
worst of it all has been the making the North 
responsible for the bygone evil deeds of the 
South. Repudiation, protection, Russian 
sympathy, fillibustering, and other objections 
—are all heaped on the Federal head alone 
to bear? Will the ¢ruth ever come to light 
in England ? 


May we venture to mention to our readers 
that ‘Among the Pines’—originally published 
in these pages—is now selling its thirtieth 
thousand, with constantly increasing orders. 
And in connection we would add that ‘Ameri- 
cans in Rome ’—originally published in Tue 
ConTINENTAL under the title of Maccaroni and 
Canvas has appeared in book form, and 
may be obtained from George P. Putnam. 
This work is, we believe, one of the most 
remarkable collections of sketches and ob- 
servation ever written on Italy; combining 
a very great amount of accurate personal 
observations of the Roman people, both in 
the city and country, with that of American 
artists’ life there. The observations are 
throughout racily humorous, and those who 
have within a few years visited ‘the Cradle 
of Art’ cannot fail to recognize, as hit off 
with no sparing hand, more than one Ameri- 
can notoriety. Art quackery as it exists, is 
well shown up in ‘ Americans in Rome ;’ the 
author having little in common with those 
amiable romancers who glorify every illiterate 
picture-maker, though he never fails to do 
justice to true genius. We believe, in short, 
that these sketches form a very peculiar, 
piquant, and earnest work, as truthful as it 
is amusing, and as such commend it to our 
readers, 














